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JAOOB HBBAPITH IS HISSINO 

This was the third week of Selwood'e secretaryahip 
to Jacob Herapatb. Herapath was a well-known man 
in London. He THS a Member of Parliament, the 
owner of a sort of model estate of nii-to-date flats, 
and something of a crank about such matters as ven- 
tilation, sanitation, and lighting. He himself, a 
bachelor, lived in one of the best booses in Portman 
Square; when he engaged Selwood as his secretat; 
he made him take a convenient set of rooms in Upper 
Seymour Street, close by. He also caused a telephone 
oommunication to be set np between his own bonse 
and Selwood'e bedroom, so that he could aunimon 
his secretary at any hour of the night. Herapath 
occasionally had notions about things in the small 
hours, and he was one of those active, restless persons 
who, if they get a new idea, like to figure on it at 
once. All the same, during those three weeks he had 
not once troubled his secretary in this fashion. No 
call came to Selwood over that telephone until half- 
past seven one November morning, just as he was 
thinking of getting out of bed. And the voice which 
then greeted him was not Herapath 's. It was s 
rather anxious, troubled voice, and it belcmged to one 
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10 THE HERAPATH PROPERTY 

Eitteridge, 8 middl&«ged man, who was lien^th'i 
butler. 

In the act of BummoQing Selwood, Eitteridge waa 
evidently interrupted by some person at hia elbow j 
all that Selwood made out was that Eitteridge wanted 
him to go round at once. He dressed hurriedly, and 
ran off to Herapath 's house ; there in the hall, near 
the door of a room which Herapath used as a study 
and business room, he found Eitteridge talking to 
Mountain, Herapath 's coachman, who, judging by the 
state of his attire, had also been called hurriedly from 
his bed. 

"What is it, Eitteridge t" demanded Selwood. 
"Mr. Herapath ill I" 

The butler shook his head and jerked his thumb 
towards the open door of the study. 

"The fact is, we don't know where Mr. Herapath 
is, sir," he answered. "He hasn't alept in his bed, 
and he isn't in the house." 

"Possibly he didn't come home last night," sug- 
gested Selwood. "He may have slept at his club, oi 
at an hotel." 

The butler and the coachman looked at each othet 
— then the coachman, a little, sharp-eyed man who 
was meditatively chewing a bit of straw, opened his 
tightly-compressed lips. 

" He did come home, sir," he said. " I drove 
him home — as usual. I saw him let himself into 
the bouse. One o'clock sharp, that was. Oh, yes, 
he came homel" 

"He came home," repeated Eitteridge. "Lo(A 
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JACOB HERAPATH IS MISSING 11 
here, tar." He led the way into the study and 
pointed to a small table set by the side of Herapath 's 
big bnsinesa desk. "Yon see that tray, Mr. Sd- 
woodt That's always left out, there, oa that table, 
for Mr. Herapath every night. A small decantei 
of whisfcey, a syphon, a few sandwiches, a dry bis- 
cnit or two. Well, fliere you ate, sir— he's had a 
drink out of that glass, he's had a monthfnl or so 
of sandwiches. Oh, yes, he came home, but he's not 
at home nowl Cbarlesworth — the valet, you know, 
sir — alwaj^ goes into Mr. Herapath 'a room at a quar- 
ter past seven every morning ; when he went in joat 
now he found that Mr. Herapath wasn't there, and 
the bed hadn't been dept in. So— that's where 
things stand. " 

Selwood looked round the room. The curtains had 
not yet been drawn aside, and the electric light cast 
a cold glare on the various well-known objects and 
fittings. He glanced at the evidences of the sapper 
tray; then at the blotting-pad on Herapath 's desk; 
there he might have left a note for bis butler or his 
secretary. But there was no note to be seen. 

"Still, I don't see that there's anything to be 
alarmed about, Kitteridge," he said. "Mr. Herapath 
may have wanted to go somewhere by a very early 
morning train " 

"No, air, excuse me, that wont do," broke in the 
bntler. "I thought of that myself. But if he'd 
wanted to catch a night train, he'd have taken a 
travelling coat, and a rug, and a bag of some sort 
— he's taken nothing at all in that way. Besides, 
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12 THE HERAPATH PROPERTY 

I've been in this hoaae seven years, and I know his 
habits. If he'd wanted to go away by one of the 
very early morning trains he'd have kept me and 
Charlesworth up, -making ready for him. No, sir I 
He came home, and went out again — must have done. 
And — ^it 's uncommonly queer. Seven years I 've 
been here, as I say, and he never did such a thing 
before." 

Selwood turned to the coachman. 

"Ton brought Mr, Herapsth home at one o 'clock t" 
he said. "Alonef" 

"He was alone, sir," replied the coachman, who 
had been staring around him aa if to seek some solu- 
tion of the mystery. "Ill tell yon all that happened 
— I was just beginning to tell Mr. Kitterii^ here 
when yon come in, I fetched Mr. Herapath from the 
House of Commons last night at a quarter past eleven 
— ^took him up in Palace Yard at the usual spot, 
just as the clock was striking. 'Moontain,' he says, 
'I want you to drive round to the estate office — I 
want to call there.' So I drove there — that's in 
Kensington, as you know, ^r. When he got out he 
saya, 'Mountain,' he says, 'I shall be three-quarters 
of an hour or so here — wrap the mare up and walk 
her about,' he says. I did as he said, but he was 
more than three-quarters — it was like an hour. Then 
at last he came back to the broi^ham, just said one 
word, 'Home!' and I drove him here, and the clocks 
were striking one when he got out. He said 'Good 
night, ' and I saw him walk op the steps and put his 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



JACOB HERAPATH IS MISSING 18 

key in the latch as I drove off to our stables. And 
that 'b all I know about it. ' ' 

Selwood turned to the butler. 

"I suppose no one was up at that timet" he in- 
quired. 

' ' Nobody, sir, ' ' answered Eitteridge. * ' There 
never is, Mr. Herapath, as you've so doubt observed, 
is a bit strret in the matter ol rules, and it's one of 
his rules that everybody in the house must be in bed 
by eleven-thirty. No one was ever to ait up for him 
on any occasion. That's why this supper-tray was 
always left ready. His usual time for coming in 
when he'd been at the House was twelve o'clock." 

"Everybody in the house might be in bed," ob- 
served Selwood, "but not everybody might be asleep. 
Have you made any inquiry as to whether anybody 
heard Mr. Herapath moving about in the night, or 
leaving the house t Somebody may have heard the 
hall door opened and closed, you know." 

"Ill make inquiry as to that, sir," responded Kit- 
teridge, "but I've heard nothing of the sort so far, 
and all the servants are aware by now that Mr. Hera- 
path isn't in the house. If anybody had heard any- 

Before the butler could say more the study door 
opened and a girl came into the room. At sight of 
her Selwood spoke hnrriedly to Eitteridge. 

"Have you told Miss Wynne t" he whispered. 
"Does ahe know!" 

"She may have heard from her maid, sir," replied 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



14 THE HERAPATH PROPERTY 

Eitteridge in low tonea. *'0f course they're sU talk- 
ing of it. I was going to ask to see Mias Wynne as 
soon as she was dressed." 

By that time the girl had advanced towards the 
three men, and Selwood stepped forward to meet 
her. He knew her as Herapatb's niece, the daughter 
of a dead sister of whom Herapath had been very 
fond; he knew, too, that Herapath had brought her 
up from infancy and treated her as a daughter. 
She was at this time a young woman of twenty-one 
or two, a pretty, eminently likeable young woman, 
with signs of ebaraeter and resource in eyes and 
lips, and Selwood had seen enough of her to feel 
sure that in any disturbing event she would keep her 
head. She spoke calmly enough as the secretary met 
her. 

"What's all this, Mr. Selwoodi" she aAed. "I 
understandfmy uncle is not in the house. But there's 
nothing alarming in that, Eitteridge, is there 1 Mr. 
Herapath may hsTC gone away during the night, yon 
know," 

"Eitteridge thinks that highly improbable," replied 
Sdwood. "He says that Hr. Herapath had made 
no preparation for a sudden journey, has taken no 
travelling coat or mg, or luggage of any sort." 

"Did he come in from the Houset" she asked. 
"Perhaps notV 

Eitteridge pointed to the supper-tray and then 
indicated the coachman. 

"He came in as usual, miss," be replied. "Or 
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JACOB HERAPATH IS MISSINO 10 

rather an hour later than usaal. Mountain brought 
him home at one o'clock, and he saw him let himielf 
in with his latch-key." 
Peggie Wynne turned to the coachman. 
"You're sure that he entered the faonsef* she 
asked. 

"As sure as I could be, misa," replied Mountain. 
"He was putting his key in the door when I drove 
off." 

"He must have come in," said Kitteridge, point- 
ing to the tray. ' ' He had something after be got in. " 
"Well, go and tell the servants not to talk, Kit- 
teridge," said Peggie. "My uncle, no donbt, had 
reasons for going out again. Have you said anything 
to Mr. TertiosT" 

"Mr. Ta*tius iau't down yet, miss," answered the 
butler. 

He left the room, followed by the coachman, and 
Pef^e turned to Selwood. "What do you think f" 
■he asked, with a slight show of anxiety. "You don't 
know of any reason far this, do yool" 

"None," replied Selwood. "And as to what I 
think, I don't know sufBcient about Mr. Herapath's 
habits to be able ta judge." 

"He never did anything like this before," ahe re- 
marked. "I know that he Bometimes gets up in the 
middle of the night and comes down here, but I 
never knew him to go out. If he'd been setting off 
on a sudden journey he'd surely have let me know. 
Perhaps " 
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She paused saddoklyT MVQK Selwood lift faia eyes 
from the papers strewn aboat the desk to the door. 
She, too, turned in the same direction. 

A man had come quietly into the room — a slightly- 
built, little man, grey-bearded, delicate-looMng, whose 
eyes were obscured by a pair of dark-tinted spectacles. 
He moved gently and with an air of habitual shyness, 
and Selwood, who was naturally observant, saw that 
his lips and his hands were trembling slightly as he 
came towards them. 

"Mr. Tertius," said Peggie, "do yon know any- 
thing about Unde Jacob t He eame in during the 
night — one o'clock — and now he's disappeared. Did 
he say anything to you about going away early this 
momingi" 

Mr. Tertius shook his head. 

' ' No— ^0 — nothing ! " he answered. ' ' Disap- 
peared! Is it certain he eame inl" 

"Mountain saw him come in," she said. "Besides, 
he had a drink oat of that glass, and he ate something 
from the tray — aee !" 

Mr. Tertius bent his specftaded eyes over the supper 
tray and remained looking at what he saw there for 
a while. Then he looked up, and at Selwood. 

" Strange 1" he remarked. "And yet, you know, 
he is a man who does thii^ without saying a word 
to any one. Have yon, now, thought of telephon- 
ing to the estate office f He may have gone there." 

Peggie, who had dropped into the chair at Hera- 
path's desk, immediately jumped up. 

"Of course we must do that at once!" she ex- 
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JACOB HERAPATH IS MISSIN6 17 

claimed. "Come to the telephone, Mr. Selwoo^— 
we may hear sometliiDg. " 

She and Selwood left the room together. Wbea 
they had gone, Mr, Tertius once more bent over the 
snpper tray. He picked up the empty glass, handling 
it delicately; he held it between himself and the 
electric light over the desk ; he narrowly inspected 
it, inaide and oat. Then he tnmed his attention 
to the plate of aandwiches. One sandwich had been 
taken from the plate and bitten into — once. Mr. 
TertJDs took up that sandwich with the tips of hiB 
delicately-shaped fingen. He held that, too, nearw 
the light. And having looked at it he hastily selected 
an envelope from the stationery cabinet on the desl^ 
carefully placed the sandwich within it, and set oft 
to his own rooms in the upper part of the honae. Aa 
he passed through the hall he heard Selwood at the 
telephone, which was installed in a small apartment 
at the foot of the stairs — he was evidently already 
in oommnnication with some one at the Herapath 
Estate Office. 

Mr. Tertius went straight to his room, stayed there 
a couple of minutes, and went downstairs again. Sel- 
wood and Pe^e Wynne were just coming away from 
the telephone; they looked up at him with faces 
grave with concern. 

"We're wanted at the estate office," said Selwood. 
"The caretaker was just going to ring as up when 
I got through to him. Something is wrong — ^wrong 
with Mr. Herapath." 
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IB IT MUBOmf 

It atmck Selwood, afterwards, as a significant thing 
that it was neither he nor Mr. Tertins who took tho 
first steps towards immediate action. Even as he 
spoke, Pef^e was summoning the buUer, and her 
orders were clear and precise. 

" Kitteridge, " she said quietly, "order Bobson to 
bring the car roand at once — as qoickly as possible. 
In the meantime, send some coffee into the break- 
fast-room — breakfast itself most wait ontil we retom. 
Make haste, Kitteridge." 

Selwood turned on her with a doubtful look. 

"YoD — yon aren't going down there!" he asked. 

"Of course I ami" she answered. "Do you thmk 
I should wait here — wondering what had happened! 
We will all go — come and have some coffee, both of 
yon, while we wait for the car." 

The two followed her into the breakfast-room and 
silently drank the coffee which she presently poured 
out for them. She, too, was silent, but when she had 
left the room to make ready for the drive Mr Tertins 
turned to Selwood. 

"You heard — ^whatT" he asked. 

"Nothing d^nite," answered Selwood. "All I 
18 
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IS IT MUBDEHf 19 

heard was that Mr. Herapath was there, and there 
was something seriously wrong, and would we go 
down at once." 

Mr. Tertius made no comment. He became thought- 
ful and abstracted, and remained so durinff the jour- 
ney down to Kensington. Peggie, too, said notbii^ 
as they sped along; as for Selwood, he was wonder- 
ing what had happened, and reflecting on this sud- 
den stirring up of mystery. There was mystery 
within that car — in the person of Mr. Tertius. Dur- 
ii^ his three weeks' knowledge of the Herapath 
household Selwood bad constantly wondered who Mr. 
Tertius was, what bis exact relationship was, what 
his position really was. He knew that he lived in 
Jacob Herapath's house, but in a sense be was not 
of the family. He seldom presented himself at 
Herapath 's table, he was rarely seen about the house ; 
Selwood remembered seeing him occasionally in Hera- 
path's study or in P^^ie Wynne's drawing-room. 
He had learnt safBcient to know that Mr. Tertius had 
ro<nns of bis own in the boose; two rooms in some 
upper r^on; one room on the ground-floor. Once 
Selwood bad gained a peep into that ground-floor 
room, and had seen that it was filled with books, and 
that its table was crowded with papers, and be had 
formed the notion that Mr. Tertius was some book- 
worm or antiquary, to whom Jacob Herapath for 
some reason or other gave house-room. That be was 
no relation Selwood judged from the way in which 
he was always addressed by Herapath and by F^gie 
Wynne. To them as to all the seiranta he was Mr. 
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TertinjB — whether that vas his samame or not, Sd- 
wood did not know. 

There was nothing tnyAeriooB or doubtful about 
the great pile of buildings at which the automobile 
presently stopped. They were practical and concrete 
facts. Most people in liondon knew the famous 
Herapath Flats — they had aroused public interest 
from the time that their founder began building 
them. 

Jacob Herapath, a speculator in real estate, had 
always cherished a notion of building a mass of high- 
class r^dential flats on the most modern lines. 
Nothing of the sort which he contemplated, he said, 
existed in London — ^when the opportunity came he 
would show the building world what could and should 
be done. The opportunity came when a parcel of land 
in Kensington fell into the market — Jacob Herapath 
made haste to purchase it, and he immediately began 
building on it. The result was a magnificent mass 
of buildings which possessed every advantage and 
convenience — ^to live in a Herapath flat was to live 
in luxury. Incidentally, no one conld live in one 
who was not prepared to pay a rental of anything 
from flve to flfteen hundred a year. The grosa rental 
of the Herapath Flats was enormous — the net proflta 
were enough to make even a wealthy man's mouth 
water. And Selwood, who already knew all this, 
wondered, as they drove away, where all this wealth 
would go if anything had really happened to its 
creator. 

The mtrance to the Herapath estate office was in 
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an archway which led to one of the inner sqnarei 
of the great bmldinga. "When the car stopped at it, 
Selwood 88W that there were police within the open 
doorway. One of them, an inspector, cune forward, 
looking dnbiotifily at Pc^^e Wynne. Selwood has- 
tened out of the car and made for him. 

"I'm Mr. Herapath's secretary — Mr. Selwood," he 
aaid, drawing the inspector oat of earshot. "la any- 
thing seriously wrongi — better tell me before Mias 
Wynne heara. He isn't— dead t" 

The inspector gave him a warning IooIe. 

"That's it, sir," he answered in a low voice. 
"Pound dead by the caretaker in his private office. 
And it's here — Mr. Selwood, it's either suicide or 
murder. That 'a flat ! ' ' 

Selwood got his two companions inside the bnildii^r 
and into a waiting-room. Peggie turned on him at 
once. 

"I sec you know," she said. "Tell me at once 
what it ia. Don't be afraid, Mr. Selwood — I'm not 
likely to faint nor to go into hysterics. Neither ia 
Mr. Tertius. Tell us — is it the worst!" 

"Yes," said Selwood. "It is." 

"He is deadt" she asked in a low voice. "Tou 
are anref Deadt" 

Selwood bent his head by way of answer; when he 
looked up again the girl had bent hers, bnt she quickly 
lifted it, and except that she bad grown pale, she 
showed no outward sign of shock or emotion. Aa 
for Mr. Tertius, be, too, was calm — and it was he 
who first broke the silence. 
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22 THE HERAPATH PROPERTY 

"How was itt" he asked. "A seizoret" 

Selwood hesitated. Then, seeing that he bad to 
deal with two people who were obvioasly in full 
eontnl of themfielves, he decided to tell the tratlu 

"I'm afraid you must be prepared to hear some 
unpleasant news," he said, with a glance at the in* 
spector, who jnst then quietly entered the room. 
"The police say it is either a case of suicide or of 
mnrder." 

P^^e looked sharply from Selwood to the police 
official, and a sadden fln^ of colour flamed into her 
cheeka. 

"Suicidel" she exclaimed. "Neverl Hnrdert 
That may be. Tell me what yon have found," she 
went on eageriy. "Don't keep things back I— don t 
yon see I want to knowf " 

The inspector dosed the door and came nearer to 
where the three were standing. 

"Perhaps I'd better tell yon what we do know," 
he said, "Onr station was rang np by the caretaker 
here at five minutes past eight. He said Mr. Hera- 
path had jnst been found lying on the floor of his 
private room, and they were sure something was 
wrong, and would we come round. I came myself 
with one of our plain-clothes men who happened to 
be in, and our surgeon followed us a few minutes 
later. We fopud Mr. Herapath lying across the 
hearthrug in his private room, quite dead. Close 

by " He paused and looked dubiously at Pe^e. 

"The details are not pleasant," he said meaningly. 
"Shall I omit theant" 
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"Nol" ansrered Peggie with dedsioiL "Please 
omit nothing. TeU ns all." 

"There waa a revolver lying close by Mr. Hera- 
path's right hand," continued the inspector. "One 
chamber had been discharged. Mr. Herapath had 
been shot through the right temple, evidently at close 
qoartera. I should say — and our aorgeoa a^a — ^he 
had died instantly. And — ^I thinh that's all 1 need 
Bay jaat now." 

Pef^e, who had listened to thia with unmoved 
eooutenance, involontaiily stepped towards the door. 

"Let us go to him," she said. "I auppoee he'a 
still faeret" 

But there Selwood, just as involuntarily, asserted 
an uncontrollable instinct. He put himsdf between 
the door and the girl. 

"No I" he said firmly, wondering at himself for 
hia insistence. "Don't I There's no need for that — 
yet. Tou mustn't go. Mr. Tertiua " 

"Better not just yet, misB," broke in the inspector. 
"The doctor is still here. Afterwards, perhaps. If 
yoQ would wait here while these gentlemen go with 
me." 

Pef^e beaitated a momoit ; then she tomed aw^ 
and sat down. 

"Very well," she said. 

The inspector silently motioned the two men to 
follow him ; with his hand on the door Selwood turned 
again to P^rgie. 

"You will stay heret" he said. "Tou wont follow 
nat" 
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'*I shall Btay here," ahe answered. "Stop aminnte 
— there's one thing that should be thought of. My 
eoiuin Barthorpe " 

"Mr. Barthorpe Herapath has been seat for, miss 
— he'll be here presently," replied the inspector. 
"The caretaker 'a telephoned to him. Nov gentlemen." 

He led the way along a corridor to a room with 
which Selwood was familiar enough — an apartment 
of some size which Jacob Herapath used as a busineBa 
office and kept sacred to himself and his secretary. 
When he was in it no one ever entered that room 
except at Herapath 's bidding ; now there were 
strangers in it who had come there onbidden, and 
Herapath lay in their midst, silent for ever. They 
had laid the lifeless body on a couch, and Selwood 
and Mr. Tertius bent over it for a moment before 
they turned to the other men in the room. The dead 
face was calm enough ; there was no trace of sadden 
fear on it, no signs of surprise or anger or violent 
passion. 

"If you'll look here, gentlemen," said the police- 
inspector, motioning them towards the broad hearth- 
rug. "This is how things were — ^nothing had been 
touched when we arrived. He was lying from Hiere 
to here — ^he'd evidently slipped down and sideways 
out of that chair, and had fallen across the rug. 
The revolver was lying a few inches from his ri^t 
hand. Here it is." 

He polled open a drawer as he spoke and produced 
a revolver which he carefully handled as he showed 
it to Selwood and Mr. Tertios. 
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"Have either of 70Q gentlemen ever Been that be- 
toret" he ashed. "I mean — do 70U reeognize it as 
having belonged to— him t You don'tt Never seen 
it before, either of yout "Well, of coarse he might 
have kept a revolver in fau private desk or m his safe, 
and nobody would have known. We shall have to 
make an exhaustive search and see if we can find any 
cartridges or anything. However, that's what we 
found — and, as I said before, one chamber had been 
discharged. The doctor here saj^s the revolver had 
been fired at close quarters." 

'Mr. Tertius, who had watched and listened with 
marked attention, turned to the police surgeon. 

"The wound may have been sdf-infiii^ted 1 " he 
asked. 

"From the position of the body, and of the re- 
volver, there is strong presumption that it waa," re- 
plied the doctor. 

"Yet — it may not have beent" sue^:e8ted Mr. Ter- 
tius, mildly. 

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. It was easy to 
see what his own opinion was. 

"It may not have been — as you say," he answered. 
"But if he was shot by some other person— mur- 
dered, that ia— the murderer must have been standi]^ 
either close at his side; or immediately behind him. 
Of this I am certain — he was sitting in that chair, 
at his desk, when the shot was fired." 

' ' And — what would the immediate effect be 1 " asked 
Mr. Tertius. 

"He would probably start violently, make as if 
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to riae, drop forward against the desk and gradually 
— bat quickly — subside to the floor in the poution 
in whidi he was found," replied the doctor. "Am 
he fell be would relinquish his grip on the rerolver — 
it is invariably a tight grip in these cases — and it 
wonld fall — just where it was found." 

"Still, there is nothing to disprove the theory that 
the revolver may have been placed — ^where it was 
found t" suggested Mr. Tertins. 

"Oh, certainly it may have been placed there!" 
aaid the doctor, witfa another ebrag of the sbouldeis. 
"A eool and calculating murderer may have placed 
it there, of course." 

"Just so," agreed Mr. Tertius. He remained si- 
lently gazing at the hearthn^ for a while; then be 
turned to the doctor again. "Now, how long do you 
think Mr. Herapath had been dead when you were 
called to the bo<^t" he asked. 

"Quite eight hours," answered the doctor promptly. 

"Eight hours I" excl^med Mr. Tertins. "And you 
first saw him at " 

"A quarter past eight," sMd the doctor. "I should 
say he died just about midnight." 

"Midnight ! " murmured Mr. Tertiu& "Midniglitf 
Then " 

Before he could say more, a policeman, stationed 
in the corridor outside, opened the door of the room, 
and glancing at his inspector, announced the arrival 
of Mr. Bartborpe Herapath. 
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BABTHORPB TAKBS OHAROB 

The man who strode into the room as the police- 
man threw the door open for him immediately made 
two distinct impressions on the inspector and the 
doctor, neither of whom had ever seen him before. 
The first was that he instantly conveyed a sense of 
alert coolness and self-possession; the second that, 
allowing for differences of age, he was singularly like 
the dead man who lay in their midst. Both were 
tall, well-made men; both were clean-shaTen; hoth 
were mocfa alike as to feature and appearance. Apart 
from the fact that Jacob Herapath was a man of 
sixty and grey-baired, and his nephew one of thirty to 
thirty*flve and dark-haired, they were very much alike 
— the same mould of nose, month, -and chin, the same 
strength of form. The doctor noted this resemblance 
particularly, and he ittvoluntarily glanced from the 
living to the dead. 

Barthorpe Herapath bent over his dead uncle for 
no more than a minate. His face was impassive, al- 
most .stem as 'he turned to the others. He nodded 
Blightly to Mr. Tertiua and to Selwood; then he gave 
his att^tion to the officials. 
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"YeBt" he said inquiringly and yet frith a certain 
tone of command. "Now tell me all yon know of 
this." 

He stood listening silently, with concentrated at- 
tention, as tlie inspector pat bim in possession of the 
facts already known. He made no comment, aaked no 
questions, mitil the inspector had finished; then he 
tamed to Selwood, almost pointedly ignoring Mr. 
Tertius. 

"What is known of this in Portman Square, tb. 
Selwood I" he inquired. "Tell me, briefly," 

Selwood, who had only met Barthorpe Herapath 
once or twice, and who had formed an instinctive 
and peculiar dislike to him, for which be could not 
account, accepted the invitation to be brief. In a 
few words be told exactly what had happened at 
Jacob Herapath 's house. 

"My cousin is here, thent" exclaimed BartboTp& 

"Miss Wynne is in the larger waiting-room down 
the corridor," replied Selwood. 

"I will go to her in a minute," said Barthorpe. 
"Now, inspector, there are certain things to be d<Hie 
at once. There will, of course, have to be an inquest 
— yonr people must give immediate notice to the 
coroner. Then — the body — ^tbat must be properly at- 
tended to — that, too, you will see about. Before you 
go away yourself, I want you to join me in collect- 
ing all the evidence we can get on the spot You 
have one of your detective staff heref — good. Now, 
have you searched — ^himt" 

The inspector drew open a drawer in the fixmt 
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desk which oecapied the centre of the room, and 
pointed to some articles wbieb lay within. 

"Everything that we found upon him is in there," 
he answered. "Ton see there is not mach — ^watch 
and chain, pocket articles, a purse, some loose money, 
a pocket-book, a cigar-case — that's all. One matter 
I sfaoald have expected to find, we didn't find." 

"What's thatV asked Barthorpe qnickly. 

"Keys," answered the inspector. "We found no 
keys on him — not even a latch-key. Yet he must 
have let himself in here, and I understand from the 
caretaker that he must have unlocked this door after 
he'd entered by the outer one." 

Barthorpe made no immediate answer beyond a 
murmur of perplexity. 

"Strange," he said after a pause, during which 
he bent over the open drawer. "However, that's 
one of the things to be gone into. Close that drawer, 
lock it up, and for the present keep the key yourself 
—you and I will examine the contents later. Now 
for these immediate inquiries. Mr. Selwood, will you 
please telephone at once to Portman Square and tell 
Kitteridge to send Mountain, the coachman, here — 
instantly. Tell Kitteridge to come with him. In- 
spector, will yon see to this arrangement we spoke 
of, and also tell the caretaker that we shall want him 
presently* Now I will go to my consin." 

He strode off, still alert, composed, almost bustling 
in his demeanour, to the waiting-room in which they 
had left Peggie — a moment later, Selwood, following 
him down the corridor, saw him enter and close the 
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door. And Selwood cursed himself for a fool for hat- 
ing to think that these two should be closeted together, 
for disliking the notion that Bartborpe Herapath 
was Peggie Wynne's cousin — and now, probably, her 
guardian protector. For during those three weeks 
in which he had been Jacob Herapath 'a secretary, 
Selwood had seen a good deal of his employer's niece, 
and he was already well over the verge of fallii^ in 
love with her, and was furious with himself for dar- 
ing to think of a girl who was surely one of the rich- 
est heiresses in London. He was angry with him- 
self, too, for disliking Barthorpe, for he was inclined 
to cultivate common-sense, and common-sense coldly 
reminded him that he did not know Bartborpe Hera- 
path well enough to either like or dislike him. 

Half an hour passed — affairs au^estive of the trag- 
edy of the night went on in the Herapath E^ate 
Office. Two women in the garb of professional nnrsea 
came quietly, and passed into the room where Hera- 
path lay dead. A man arrayed in dismal black came 
after them, sommoned by the police who were busy at 
the telephone as aoon as Selwood had finished with 
it. Selwood himself, having summoned Kitteridge 
and Mountain, hung about, waiting. He heard the 
police talking in undertones of clues and theories, 
and of a coroner's inquest, and the like; now and 
then he looked curionsly at Mr. Tertius, who had 
taken a seat in the hall and was apparently wrapped 
in meditation. And still Barthorpe Herapath re- 
mained closeted with Pegsie Wynne. 

A taxi drove up and deposited the bntler and tfas 
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coachman at the door. Selwood motioaed them inside. 

"Mr. Barthorpe Herapath wants both of yea," he 
■aid curtly. "I suppose he will ask for you pres- 
ently." 

Kitteridge l«ft ont an anzions inquiry. 

"The master, mrt" ho exclaimed. "Is " 

' ' Good heavens ! ' ' mattered Selwood. ' ' I — of 
course, yon don't know. Mr. Herapath is dead." 

The two servants started and stared at each other. 
Before either could speak Barthorpe Herapath sud- 
denly emei^ed from the waiting-room and looked 
round the halL He beckoned to the inspector, who 
was talking in low tones with the detective, at a little 
distance. 

"Now, inspector," he said, "will yon and your 
ofiScer come inT And the caretaker — and yon, Kit- 
teridge, and you, Mountain. Mr. Selwood, will yon 
otane in, toot" 

He stood at the door while those he had invited 
inside passed into the room where Peggie still sat. 
And as he stood there, and Selwood wound up the 
little procession, Mr. Tertius rose and also made as 
if to join the otheits. Barthorpe stopped him by 
iotrad^g himself between him and the door. 

"This is a private inquiry of my own, Mr. Tertius," 
he said, with a meaning look. 

Selwood, taming in sheer surprise at this annotmce- 
ment, m pointed and so unmistakable, saw a faint 
tinge of colour mount to the elder man's usually pale 
cheeks. Mr. Tertius stopped aharply and looked at 
Barthorpe in genuine sorpriae. 
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"Yoa do not wish me to enter— to be pnsentf" 
lie fsltered. 

"Frankly, I don't," said Bartborpe, with aggres- 
sive plainneaa. "There will be a public inquiry — I 
can't stop you from attending that." 

Mr. Tertins drew back. He stood for a moment 
staring hard at Barthorpe ; then, with a slight, scarcely 
perceivable bow, he turned away, crossed the hall, 
and went out of the front door. And Bartborpe 
Herapath laughed — a low, sneering langb — and fol- 
lowing the other men into the waiting-room, locked 
the door upon those assembled there. As if he and 
they were assembled on some cut-and-dried boBineea 
matter, he waved them all to chairs, and TiiTnaplf 
dropped into one at the head of the table, close to 
that in which Peggie was altting. 

"Now, inspector," he began, "yoa and I must get 
what we may as well call first information about this 
matter. There will be a vast amount of special and 
particular investigbtion later on, but I want us, at the 
very outset, while facts are fresh in the mind, to get 
certain happenings clearly before us. And for this 
reason — I understand that the police-surgeon is of 
opinion that mj uncle committed goicide. With all 
respect to him — I'm sorry he's gone before I ooold 
talk to him — that theory cannot be held for an in* 
stanti My cousin, Miss Wynne, and I knew oar 
uncle far too well to believe that theory for a single 
moment, and we shall combat it by every means in 
our power when the inquest is held. No — my uncle 
was murdered! Now I want to know all I can get 
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to know of his mOTements last night. And first I 
think we'll hear what the caretaker can tell ub. Han- 
cock," he continued, turning to an elderly man who 
looked like an ez-soldier, "I understand 70a found 
my uncle's body!" 

The caretaker, obviously mncb upset by the affain 
of the morning, pulled himself up to attention, 

"I did, sir," he replied. 

"What time was thatT" 

"Just eight o'clock, air~that'B my osoal time for 
opening the office." 

"Tell us exactly how you found him, ECancock." 

' ' I opened the door of Mr. Herapatb 'a private room, 
sir, to pull op the blinds and open the window. When 
I walked in I saw him lying across the hearth-mg. 
Then I noticed the — ^the revolver. " 

"And of course that gave you a turo. What did 
you dot Qo into the room!" 

"No, sirl I shut the door again, went straight to 
the lelepbone and rang up the police-station. Then 
I waited at the front door till the inspector there 
came along." 

"Was the front door fastened as usual when you 
went to it at that timet" 

"It was fastened as it always is, sir, by the latch. 
It was Ut. Herapath's particular orders that it never 
should be fastened any other way at n^ht, because 
be sometimes came in at night, with his latch-k^." 

"Just so. Now these offices are quite apart and 
distinct from the rest of the building — mark that, 
inspector 1 There 's no way out of them into the ba0d< 
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ing, nor any way oat of the boilding into them. In 
fact, the only entrance into these offices ia by the 
front door. Isn't that bo, Haucoekt" 

"That's quite so, dr — only that one door." 

"No area entrance or side-door t" 

"None, sir — nothing but that." 

"And the only traiants in here — these offiees — at 
night are yon 'and your wife, Hancock t" 

"That'a all, sir." 

"Now, where are your roomat" 

"We've two rooms in the basement, air — ^livixiff- 
room and kitchen — and two rooms on the top floot^^ 
a bedroom and a bathroom. ' ' 

"On the top-floor. How many floors are there I" 

"Well, sir, there's the baaement — then there's this 
— then there's two floors that's naed by the cleAs — 
then there's curs." 

"That's to say there are two floors between yoiir 
bedroom and this ground floor t" 

"Yea, sir — ^two." 

"Very well. Now, about last night. What tame 
did yon and your wife go to bedt" 

"Eleven o'clock, siiv-half an hour later tfaan 
uHual." 

"You'd previously looked round, I supposet" 

"Been all round, sir — I always look into every room 
in the place last thing at night — ^thoroughly." 

"Are you and your wife sound aleepetaf" 

"Yes, sir— both of ua. Good sleepers." 

"You heard no sound after you got to bed!" 

"Nothing, sir— neither of na" 
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"No recollection of hearii^ a revolver Bhotl — not 
even as if it were a long way oflT" 

"No, dr— we never lieard anything— nothing nn- 
Dsnal, at any rate.'* 

"Yon heard no sound of doors opening or being 
sfant, nor of any conveyance coming to the doort" 

"No, sir, nothing at all." 

""Well, one or two more qnestions, Hancock. You 
didn't go into the room after first catching sight of 
the bodyt Just so — but yon'd notice things, even 
in ft harried glance. Did yon notice any sign of a 
stru^le — overturned cbwr or anything t" 

"No, sir. I did notice that Mr. Herapath's elbow 
chair, that he always sst in at his desk, was pushed 
back a bit, and was a bit on one side as it were. That 
was all." 

' ' And the light — ^the electric light T .Was that on f " 

"No, sir." 

"Then all you can tell ns comes to thi»~that yoa 
never heard anything, and bad no notion of what was 
happening, or had happened, until you came down 
in the morning f" 

"Just 80, sir. If I'd known what was going on, 
or had gone on, I should have been down at once." 

Barthorpe nodded and turned to the coachman. 

"Now, Mountain," he said. "We want to hear 
your story. Be careful about your facts— what yon 
can tell us is probably of the ntnuwt importance." 
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The coachman, thus admooiahed, nnconscioDsly 
edged his chair a little nearer to the table at which 
Barthorpe Herapath sat, and looked anxiously at his 
interrogator. He was a little, shrewd-eyed fellow, and 
it seemed to Selwood, who had watched him carefully 
daring the informal examination to which Barthorpe 
had subjected the caretaker, that he had begun to 
think deeply over some new presentiment of this 
mystery which was slowly shaping itself in his mind. 

"I underBtand, Mountain, that yon fetched Mr. 
Herapath from the House of Commons last night?" 
began Barthorpe. ' ' You fetched him in the 
brougham, I believet" 

"Yes, sir," answered the coachman. "Mr. Hera- 
path always had the brougham at night — and most 
times, too, sir. Never took kindly to the motor, air." 

"Where did you meet him. Mountain)" 

"Usual place, tar — in Palace Yard — jnst outside 
theHalL" 

"What time was that!" 

"Quarter post eleven, exactly, sir — the clock was 
just chiming the quarter as he came out." 
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"Was Mr. Herapath alone when he came oatt" 

"No sir. He came out with another gentleman — 
a stranger to me, air. The two of 'em stood talking 
a bit a yard or two away from the brougham." 

"Did you hear anting th«y saidT" 

"Jost a word or two from Mr. Herapath, sir, as 
him and the other gentleman parted." 

"What were theyf — ^tell ua the words, as near aa 
yon can remmeber." 

"Mr. Herapath eaid, 'Have it ready for me to- 
morrow, and I'll look in at your place about noon.* 
That'a all, sir." 

"What happened thent" 

"The other gentleman went off across the Yard, 
sir, and Mr. Herapath came to the brougham, and 
told me to drive him to the estate office — here, sir." 

"Ton drove him up to this door, I suppoeeT" 

"No, air. Mr. Herapath never was driven up to 
the door — he always got oat of the brougham in the 
road outside and walked up the archway. He did 
that last night" 

"From where yon pulled up could yon see if there 
was any light in these ofBeeeT" 

"No, «r — I pulled up just short of the entrance 
to the archway." 

"Did Mr. Herapath say anything to you when he 
got outt" 

"Tea, sir. He said he should moat likely be three- 
qnarters of an hour here, and that I'd better put a 
mg over the mare and walk her about." 

"Then I suppose he went up the archway. Now, 
did you see anybody about the entrance t Did yon 
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see any person waiting as if to meet him? Did he 
meet anybodyt" 

"I saw no one, sir. As soon as he'd gone np the 
archway I threw a rug over the mare and walked 
her round and round the square across the road." 

"You heard and saw nothing of him mitil he came 
oat again 1" 

''Nothing, sir." 

"And how long was he awfo^ from yout" 

"Nearer an hour than three-quarters, sir." 

"Were yon in foil view of the entrance all that 
timet" 

"No, at, I wasn't. Some of the time I was — some 
of it I'd my back to it" 

"You never saw any one enter the archw^ daring 
the time Mr. Herapath was in the office t" 

"No, sir." 

"All the same, some one could have come here dar- 
ing that time without your seeing himl" 

"Ob, yes, sir!" 

"Well, at last Mr. Herapath came oat. Where 
did he rejoin yo«t" 

"In the middle of the road, sir — right oppoate 
that statue in the Square gardens." 

"Did he say anything particular thent" 

"No, sir. He walked sharply across, opened the 
door, said 'Home* and jumped in," 

"You didn't notice anything unusual about himT" 

"Nothing, sir — unless it was that he hang bis head 
down rather as he came across — same as if he was 
thinking hard, sir." 
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"Ton drove straight home to Poitmaii Square, 
then. What time ilid yon get there T" 

"Exactly one o'clock, air." 

"Yon're certain about that time!" 

"Certain, sir. It was jost five minutes past one 
when I drove into our mews." 

"Nov, then, be careful about this, Monntoin. I 
want to know exactly what happened when you drove 
up to the houBe. Tell na in yonr own way." 

The coachman looked round amongst the listeners 
aa if he were a little perplexed. "Why, sir," he 
answered, turning back to B&rthorpe, "there was 
nothing happened 1 At least, I mean to say, there 
was nothing happened that didn't always happen 
on such occasions — Mr. Herapath got out of the 
brougham, shut the door, said 'Good nighit,' and 
went np the steps, taking his latch-key out of his 
pocket as be crossed the pavement, sir. That was 
all, air." 

"Did you actually see him enter the housef" 

"No, sir," replied Mountain, with a decisive shake 
of the head. "I couldn't say that I did that. I 
saw him just putting the key in the latch as I drove 
off." 

"And that's all yon know!" 

"That's all I know, sir— all." 

Barthorpe, after a moment's hesitation, tnmed to 
the police^inspector. 

"Is there anything that occurs to yout" he asked. 

"One or two things occur to me," answered the 
inspectcor. "But I'm not going to ask any qnestiomfi 
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DOW. I suppose all yoa want at present ia to get a 

rongh notion of how things were last night 1" 

"Just BO," assented Barthorpe. "A rough notion 
— that's it. Well, Kitteridge, it's your tarn. VTbo 
found oat that Mr. Herspath wasn't in the house this 
morning t" 

" Charlesworth, sir — ^Mr. Herapath's valet," replied 
the batler. "He always called Mr. Herapath at a 
qaarter past seven every morning. When he went 
into the bedroom this morning Mr. Herapath wasn *t 
there, and the bed hadn't been slept in. Then 
Charlesworth came and told me, sir, and of conise I 
went to the study at once, and then I saw that, wher- 
ever Mr. Herapath might be then, he certainly had 
been home." 

"Yon jacked that from — ^whatf" asked Barthorpe. 

"Well, sir, it's been the role to leave a sapper-tray 
out for Mr. Herapath. Not much, sir — ^whisky and 
soda, a sandwich or two, a dry biseoit. I saw that 
he'd had something, ur." 

"Somebody else might have had it — eh I" 

"Yes, sir, but then you see, I'd had Mountain 
fetched by that time, and he told me that he 'd seen 
Mr. Herapath letting himself in at one o'clock So 
of course I knew the master had been in. ' ' 

Barthorpe hesitated, seemed to ponder matters for 
a moment, and then rose. "I don't think we need 
go into things any further just now," he said. "Yon, 
Kitteridge, and you, Mountain, can go home. Don't 
talk— that ia, don't talk any more than is necessary. 
I suppose," he went on, turning to the inspector whoi 
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the tfro servants and the caretaker had left the room. 
"I sappoBe you'll see to aU the arranftemeots we 
spoke oft" 

"They're being carried out already," answered the 
inspector. "Of coorse," be added, drawing closer 
to Barthorpe and speaking in lover tones, "when 
the body's been removed, yonll join me in making 
a thorough inspection of the roomt We bavm't done 
that yet, yon know, and it shoald be done. Wooldn't 
it be best," he continued with a glance at Peggie 
and a further lowering of his voice, "if the young 
lady went back to Portman SquareT" 

"Just so, just BO — I'll see to it," answered Bar^ 
thorpe. "You go and keep people out of the way 
for a few minutes, and Z 11 get her off. ' ' He turned 
to his cousin when the two officers had left the room 
and motioned her to rise. "Now, Peggie," he said, 
"yon must go home. I shall come along there myself 
in an hour or two — there are things to be done which 
yon and I must do together. Mr. Selwood — will you 
take Miss Wynne out to the cart And then, please, 
come back to me — I want your assistance for a while. ' ' 

Peggie walked out of the room and to the car with- 
out demur or comment. But as she was about to 
take her seat she tnmed to Selwood. 

"Why didn't Mr. Tertins come into the room just 
nowt" she demanded. 

Selwood hesitated. Until then he bad thought that 
Peggie bad heard the brief exchange of words between 
Barthorpe and Mr. Tertius at the door. 

"Didn't yon hear what was said at the door yhen 
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we were all eoniinff int" lie BaksA saddeii^, loolmig 

attentively at her. 

"I beard my cousin and Mr. Tertins talking, but 
I couldn't catcb what waa said," she replied. "If 
you did, tell me — I want to know," 

"Mr. Bartkorpe Herapath refused to admit Blr. 
Tertiua," said Selwood. 

"Befusedt" ske exclaimed. "Befnaedt" 

"Refused," repeated Selwood. "Tkat's all I 
know." 

Peggie sat down and gave him an enigmatic look. 

"Tou, of course, will come back to the bouse when 
— when youVe flnished berel" she said. 

"I don't know — ^I suppose — ^really, I don't know,'* 
answered Selwood. "Tou see, I — I, of course, don't 
know exactly where I am, now. I suppose I must 
take my orders from — ^yonr cousin. ' * 

Peggie gave him another look, more enigmatic than 
the other. 

"That's nonsense]" she said sharply. "Of course, 
you 11 come. Do whatever it is that Bartfaorpe wants 
just now, but come on to Portman Square as soon as 
you 've done it-^I want you. Oo straight home, Bob- 
son," she went on, tumiog to the chauffeur. 

Selwood turned slowly and unwillingly back to the 
office door as the ear moved off. And as he set his 
foot on the first step a young man came running up 
the entry — not hurrying but running — and caught 
him np and hailed him. 

"Mr, Selwood!" he said, pantingly. "Youli ex- 
cuse me — ^you're Mr. Herapath 's secretary, aren't 
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yont — I'tc Been yoa with him. I'm Mr, Triffitt, of 
the Argw — I happened to call in at the police-station 
JDSt now, and they told me of what had happened 
here, bo I rushed along. Will yon tell me all about 
it, Mr. SelwoodI — it'll be a real scoop for me — I'll 
hnstle down to the office with it at once, and well 
have 8 Bpecial out in no time. And whether yoa 
know it or not, that'll hdp the police. Give me the 
facta, Mr, SelwoodI" 

Selwood stared at the ardent collector of news; 
then he motioned him to follow, and led him into the 
haU to where Barthorpe Herspath was standing with 
the police-inspector. 

"This is a newspaper man," he said laconically, 
looking at Barthorpe. "Mr. Triffitt, of the Argut. 
He wants the facta of this affair." 

Barthorpe turned and looked the new-comer up and 
down. Triffitt, who had almost recovered his breath, 
pulled out a card and presented it with a bow. And 
Barthorpe suddenly seemed to form a conclusion. 

"All rightl" he said. "Mr. Selwood, you know 
all the facts. Take Mr. Triffitt into that room we've 
jast left, and give him a r6sam6 of them. And — 
listen I we can make use of the press. Mention two 
matters, which seem to me to be of importance. Tell 
of the man who came out of the House of Commons 
with my uncle last night — ask him if hell come for- 
ward. And, as my uncle must have returned to thb 
office after he'd been home, and as he certainly 
wouldn't walk here, ask for information as to who 
drove him down to Kensington from Portman Square. 
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Don't tell ttiis man too much — give him the bare 
outlines on how matters stand." 

The reporter wrote at lightning speed while Sel- 
wood, who had some experience of condensation, gave 
him the news he wanted. Finding that he was get- 
ting a first-class stor;, Triffitt asked no questions and 
made no interruptions. Bat when Selwood was 
through with the account, he looked across the table 
with a queer glance of the eye. 

"I Boyl" he said. "This is a strange easel" 

"Why 80 strange t" asked Selwood. 

"WhyT Great Scott! — I reckon it's an onoom- 
monly strange case," exclaimed Triffitt. "It's aboat 
a dead certainty that Herapath was in bis own house 
at Portman Square at one o'clock, isn't itt" 

"Well!" said Selwood. 

"And yet according to the doctor who examined 
him at eight o'clo<^ he'd been dead quite eight 
hours!" said Triffitt. "That means he died at twelve 
o'clock — an hour before he's supposed to have beea 
at his house! Queer! But alt the queerer, all the 
better — for me! Now I'm oflf— for the presait. 
This 11 be on the streets in an hoar, Mr. Selwood. 
Nothing like the press, sir!" 

Therewith he fled, and the secretary suddenly found 
himself confronting a new idea. If the doctor was 
right and Jacob Herapath had been shot dead at 
midnight, how on earth could he possibly have been 
in Portman Square at one o'clock, an hour latert 
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Mr, Tertius, dismissed in such cavalier fashion by 
Barthorpe Herapath, walked out of the estate ofiBce 
with downcast head — a superficial observer might 
have said that he was thoroughly crestfallen and brow- 
beaten. But by the time he had reached the road out- 
side, the two faint spots of colour which had flushed 
his cheeks when Barthorpe turned him away had van- 
ished, and he was calm and collected enough when, 
seeing a disengaged taxi-cab passing by, he put up his 
hand and hailed it. The voice which bade the driver 
go to Portman Square was calm enough, too — llr. 
Tertius had too much serious work immediately in 
prospect to allow himself to be disturbed by a rude- 
ness. 

He thought deeply about that work as the taxi-cab 
whirled him along ; he was still thinking about it when 
he walked into the big house in Portman Square. 
In there everything was very quiet. The butler was 
away at Kensington; the other servants were busily 
discussing the mystery of their master in their own 
regions. No one was aware that Mr. Tertius had 
returned, for he let himself into the house with his 
own latch-key, and went straight into Herapath's 
study. There, if poanble, everjrthing was still quieter 
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— the gloom of the dull November morning seemed 
to be doubly accentuated in the nooks and comers; 
there waa a sense of solitude which was well in keep- 
ing with Mr. Tertiufi's knowledge of what had hap- 
pened. He looked at the vacant chair in which he 
bad so often seen Jacob Herapath sitting, bard at 
work, active, bostling, intent on getting all he could 
out of every minnte of his working day, and he sighed 
deeply. 

But in the moment of sighing Mr. Tertius reflected 
that there was no time for regret It was a time — 
his time — ^for action; there was a thing to do which 
he wanted to do while he had the room to himadf. 
Therefore he went to work, carefully and method- 
ically. For a second or two he stood reflectively 
looking at the supper tray which still stood on the 
little table near the deak. With a light, delicate toach 
he picked np the glass which had been used and 
held it up to the light. He put it down again pres- 
ently, went quietly out of the study to the dining- 
room across the hall, and returned at once with an- 
other glass precisely similar in make and pattern 
to the one which he had placed aside. Into that 
dear glass he poured some whisky, afterwards mix- 
ing with it some soda-water from the syphon — ^this 
mixture he poured away into the soil of a flower-pot 
which stood in the window. And that done he 
placed the second ^ass on the tray in the place where 
the first had stood, and picking up the first, in the 
same light, gingerly fashion, he went upstairs to his 
own rooms at tiie top of the house. 
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Five minutes later Mr. Tertius emet^ed from his 
rooms. He then carried In his hand a small, square 
bag, and he took great care to handle it very care- 
folly as he went downstairs and into the square. At 
the comer of Orchard Street he got another taxi-cab 
and bade the driver go to Endsteigh Gardens. And 
during the drive he took the greatest pains to narae 
the little bag on his knee, thereby preserving the 
equilibrium of the glass inside it. 

Knging the bell of one of the bouses in Endaleigh 
Gardens, Mr. Tertius was presently eonfronted by 
a trim parlourmaid, whose smile waa ample proof 
that the caller was well-known to her. 

*'I8 the Professor in, Maryt" asked Mr. Tertius. 
"And if he is, is he engaged!" 

The trim parlourmtud replied that the Professor 
was in, and that she hadn't heard that he was par- 
ticularly engaged, and she immediately preceded the 
visitor up a flight or two of stairs to a door, which 
in addition to being thickly covered with green felt, 
was set in flai^es of rubber — these precantions being 
taken, of course, to ensure silence in the apartment 
within. An electric bell was set in the door; a mo- 
ment or two elapsed before any response was made to 
the parlourmaid's ring. Then the door automatic- 
ally opened, the parlourmaid smiled at Mr. Tertius 
and retired; Mr. Tertius walked in; the door closed 
softly behind him. 

The room in which the visitor found himself was 
« large and lofty one, lighted from the roof, from 
whieh it was also ventilated by a patent arrangonent 
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of electric fans. Everything that met the view be- 
tokened science, order, and method. The walls, des- 
titute of picture or ornament, were of a smooth neu- 
tral tinted planter; where they met the fioor the 
corners were all carefully rounded ofF bo that no dost 
could gather in cracks and crevices; the floor, too, 
was of smooth cement j there was no spot in which a 
apeck of dust could settle in improper peace. A 
series of benches ran round the room, and gave 
harbourings to a collection of scientific instruments 
of strange appearance and shape; two large tables, 
one at either end of the room, were similarly 
equipped. And at a desk placed between than, and 
just then occupied in writing in a note-bo(^ sat a 
large man, whose big muscular body was enveloped 
in a brown bolland blouse or overall, fashioned some- 
thing like a smock-frock of the old-fashioned rural 
labourer. He lifted a colossal, mop-like head and a 
huge hand as Mr. Tertius stepped across the thresh- 
old, and his spectacled eyes twinkled as their glance 
fell on the bag which the visitor carried so gingerly. 

' ' Hullo, Tertius ! ' ' exclaimed the big man, in a deep, 
rich voice. ' ' "What have you got there T Speci- 
mens t" 

Mr. Tertius looked round for a quite empty space 
on the adjacent bench, and at last seeing one, set 
bis bag down upon it, and sighed with relief. 

"My dear Cox-Kay thwaite ! " he said, mopping his 
forehead with a bandanna handkerchief which he 
drew from the tail of his coat. "I am thankfol to 
have got these things here in — ^I devoutly tnatl — 
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safety. Specimens t Well, not exactly; thongh, to 
be sure, they may be specimens of — I don't quite 
know what TiUainy yet- Objects f — certainly I Per- 
haps, my dear Professor, you will come and look at 
them." 

The Professor slowly lifted his six feet of musole 
and sinew out of his chair, picked np a briar pipe 
which lay on his desk, pnfFed a ^reat eloud of smoke 
out of it, and lounged wei^tUy across the room 
to his visitor. 

"Something alivef" he asked laconically. "Likely 
to biteT" 

"Br— not" replied Mr. Tertins. "No — they won't 
bite. The fact is," he went on, gingerly opening the 
bag, "this— er — this, or these are they." 

Professor Cox-Baythwaite bent bis massive head 
and shoulders over the little bag and peered narrowly 
into its obflcnrity. Then he started. 

"Good LordI" he exclaimed. "A glass tumbler! 
And — is it a sandwich T Why, what on earth " 

He made as if to pull the glass out of the bag, and 
Mr. Tertins hastily seized the great hand in an agony 
of apprehension. 

' ' My dear Cox-Saythwaite 1 " be said. ' ' Pray 
don't! Allow me — presently. When either of these 
objects is touched it must be in the most, quite the 
most, delicate fashion. Of course, I know yon have a 
fairy-like gentleness of touch — but don't toncfa these 
things yet. Let me explun. Shall we — suppose we 
sit down. Give me — ^yes — give me one of your 
cigars." 
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The Professor, plainly mystified, silently pmnted 
to a ci^r box which stood on a comer of his desk, 
and took another look into the ba^. 

"A sandwich — and a glass!" he marmnred re- 
flectively. "Um! Well!" he continued, going baefc 
to his chair and dropping heavily into it "And 
what's it all about, TertiusT Some mystery, eh!" 

Hr. Tertiua drew a yriufl or two of fragrant Havana 
before he replied. Then he too dropped into a chair 
and pulled it close to his friend's desk. 

"My dear Professor!" he said, in a low, thrilling 
voice, SQggestive of vast importance, "I don't know 
whether the secret of one of the most astounding 
crimes of our day may not lie in that innocent-look- 
ing bag— or, rather, in its present contents. Fact 
But 111 tell you — yon must listen with your usual 
meticnlous care for small details. The truth is — 
Jacob Herapath has, I am sore, been murdered!' 

' ' Murdered ! ' * exclaimed the Professor. ' ' Hera- 
path! Murder — eht Now then, fdow and steady, 
Tertius— leave out nothing!" 

' ' Nothing I ' ' repeated Mr. TertiuB solemnly. 
" Nothing 1 Yon shall hear all. And this it is — 
point by point, from last sight until — until the pres- 
ent moment. That is — so far as I know. There may 
have been developments — somewhere else. But this ia 
what I know." 

When Mr. Tertius had finished a detailed and 
thorough-going account of the recent startling dis- 
covery and subsequent proceedings, to all of which 
Professor Cox-Raythwaite listened in profound si- 
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lence, lie rose, and tip-toeing towards the bag, mo- 
tioned his friend to follow him. 

"Now, my dear sir," he said, whispering in hia 
excitement as if he feared lest the very retorts and 
cmcibles and pneomatic troughs should hear him, 
"Now, my dear sir, I wish you to see for yourself. 
First of all, the glass. I will take it out myself — 
I know exactly how I put it in. I take it out — 
thus! I place it on this vacant space — thus. Look 
for yourself, my dear fellow. What do yon seef" 

The Professor, watching Mr. Tertius's movements 
with undisguised interest, took off his spectacles, 
picked up a reading-glass, bent down and carefully 
examined the tumbler. 

"Yes," he said, after a while, "yes, Tertins, I cer^ 
tainly see distinct thumb and finger-marks round the 
upper part of this glass. Oh, yes — no doubt of that I ' ' 

"Allow me to take one of your clean specimen 
slides," observed Mr. Tertius, picking up a square 
of highly polished glasa "There! I place this slide 
here and upon it I deposit this sandwich. Now, my 
dear Coz-Baythwaite, favour me by examining the 
sandwich even more closely than you did the glass — 
if necessary. ' * 

But the Professor shook his head. He clapped Mr. 
Tertius on the shoulder. 

"Excellent!" he exclaimed. "Good! Poohl—- no 
need for care there. The thii^'s as plain as — as I 
am. Good, Tertius, good!" 

"Tou see itf " said Mr. Tertius, delightedly. 

"See iti Good IJord, why, who could help see iti" 
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answered the Professor. "Needs no great amount 
of care or perception to see that, aa I said. Of oonrse, 
I see it. Glad yon did, toot" 

"But Tre muat take the greatest care of it," origed 
Mr. Tertiua. "The most particalar care. That's 
why I came to you. Now, what can we dot How- 
preserve this sandwich — ^jnst aa it isT" 

"Nothing easier," replied the Professor. *'We*U 
soon fix that. Well put it in such safety that it will 
still be a fresh thing if it remains ontoached until 
London Bridge falls down from sheer decay." 

He moved off to another part of the laboratory, 
and presently returned with two objects, one oblong 
and shallow, the other deep and sqnare, which on 
beii^ set down before Mr. TertiuB proved to be glaas 
boxes, wonderfully and delicately made, with remov- 
able lids that fitted into perfectly adjusted grooves. 

"There, my dear fellow," he said. "Presently I 
will deposit the glass in that, and the sandwich in 
this. Then I shall adjust and seal the lids in such a 
fashion that no air can enter these little chambers. 
Then through those tiny orifices I shall extract what- 
ever air is in them — to the most infinitesimal remnant 
of it. Then I shall seal those orifices — and there 
you are. Whoever wants to see that sandwich or 
that glass will find both a year hence — ten years hence 
— a century hence ! — in precisely the same condition 
in which we now see tfaem. And that reminds me," 
be continued, as he turned away to his desk and picked 
up his pipe, "that reminds me, Tertins — what are 
yon going to do about these thin^ being seent 
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They'll have to be seeo, you know. Have you thougjit 
of the police — the dctectiTest" 

"I have certainly thought of both," replied Mr. 
Tertius, "But — I think not yet, in either ease. I 
think one had better await the result of the inquest. 
Something may come out, you know." 

"Coroners and juries," observed the Professor orae- 
olarly, "are good at finding the obvious. Whether 
they get at the mysteries and the secrets " 

"JoBt BO — ^juHt sol" said Mr. Tertius. "I quite 
apprehend yon. AH the same, I think we will see 
what is pot before the coroner. Now, what point 
suggests itself to you, Cox-Raythwaitel" 

' ' One in particolar, ' ' answered the Professor. 
"Whatever medical evidence is called ought to show 
without reasonable doubt what time Herapath actually 
met bis death." 

"Quite 80," said Mr. Tertius gravely. "If that's 
onee established " 

"Then, of course, your own investigation, or silg- 
gestion, or theory about that sandwich wiH ^ey/aHy 
simplified," replied the Professor. "MeanwhJe, you 
will no doubt take some means of observing — eht" 

"I shall use every means to observe," said Mr. 
Tertius with a significant smile, which was almost 
a wink. "Of that yon may be — dead certain!" 

Then he left Professor Cox-Raythwaite to hermetic- 
ally seal up the glass and the sandwich, and quitting 
the house, walked slowly back to Portman Square. 
Aa be turned out of Oxford Street into Orchard Street 
the newsboys suddenly came ruahing along with the 
Argua special. 
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Hr. Terthis booglit a copy of the newspaper, and 
BtaDdinff aside on the pavement, read witli roacb in- 
terest and snrpriBe the story which Triffitt 'a keen appe- 
tite for news and readj craftananafaip in writing had 
so quickly pat Utgetiter. Happening to glance ap 
from the paper in the course of his reading, he ob- 
served that several other people were similarly em- 
pioyed. The troth was that Triffitt bad headed his 
colanm: "Mtstekious Death of Mb. Herapath, 
MJ*. Is IT Suicide ob Murder T" — and as this also 
appeared in great staring letters on the contents biUa 
which the newsboys were carrying about with them, 
and as Herapath had been well known in that dis- 
trict, there was a vast amount of interest aroused 
thereabouts by the newa. Indeed, people were be- 
giiming to chatter on the sidewalks, and at the doors 
of the shops. And as Mr. Tertiua turned away in 
the direction of Portmau Square, he beard one ex- 
cited bystander express a candid opinion. 

"SuicideT" exclaimed this man, thrusting bis paper 
into the hands of a companion. "Not muchi Catch 
old Jacob Herapath at that game — ^he was a deuced 
deal too fond of life and money ! Murder, sir— mtus 
derl — that's the ticket — murder!" 
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Mr. TertiuB went alowly homeward, head beet and 
eyee moody. He let himself into the bouse; at the 
soond of his step in the hall Pe^e Wyime looked 
out of the study. She retreated into it at sight of 
Hr. Tertins, and he followed her and dosed the door. 
Looking nanowly &t her, he saw that the girl had 
been ahedding tears, and be laid bis band abyly yet 
sympathetically on her arm. "Yes," he said quietly, 
"I've been feeling like that ever since — since I heard 
about things. Bnt I don't know — I suppose we shall 
feel it more when — ^when we realize it more, eht Joat 
now there's the other thing to think abont, isn't 
theret" 

Peggie mopped her eyes and looked at bim. He 
was such a quiet, unobtrusive, inoff enaive old gentle- 
man that she wondered more than ever why Bar- 
thorpe bad refused to admit him to the informal con- 



"Wbat other thingf" she asked. 

Mr. Tertina looked round the room — strangely 
empty now that Jacob Herapath's bustlii^ and 
strenuona presence was no longer in it — and shook 
his bead. 

"There's one thought you mustn't permit yourself 
to harbour for a moment, my dear," he answered. 
*'Don't even for a fraction of time allow yourself 
to think that my old friend took his own life I That's 
— ^impossible." 

"I don't," said Peggie. "I never did think so. 
It ia, as you say, impossible. I knew bim too weQ 
to believe that. So, of course, it's " 
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"Harder," assented Mr. Tertira. "Harder! I 
beard a man in tlie street voice the same opinion jost 
now. Ofcounet It's the only opinion. Yet in the 
newspaper they 're asking which it was. Bat I sop- 
pose the newspapers mast be — sensational. ' ' 

"Yoa don't mean to say it's in the newspapers 
already f" exclaimed Pegf^e. 

Hr. Tertius handed to her the Argu$ special, which 
lie bad carried crumpled np in his band. 

"Everybody's reading it oat there in the streets," 
be said. "It's extraordinary, now, how these affairs 
■eem to fascinate people. Yes — it's all there. That 
is, of course, as far as it's gone." 

"How did the paper people come to know all tfaist" 
asked Peggie, glancing rapidly over Triffitt's leaded 
lines. 

"I sappose tbey got it from the police," replied 
Ur. Tertins. "I don't know mach aboat saeb mat- 
ters, but I believe the police and the Press are in 
constant touch. Of coarse, it's well they should be 
—it attracts public notice. And in eases like this, 
public notice is an excellent thing. We shall have to 
hear — and find out — a good deal before we get at the 
truth in this case, my dear." 

P^gie suddenly flung down the newspaper and 
looked inquiringly at the old man. 

"Mr. Tertius," she said abruptly, "why wouldn't 
Barthorpe let you come into that room down there 
at the office this momingt" 

iSx. Tertius did not answer this direct qaesti<»i at 
once. He walked away to the wii^ow and stood look- 
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ing out into the square for a while. When at last 
he spoke his voice was sin^larly even and colour- 
less. He slight have been discossii^ a question on 
which it waa impossible to feel any emotiim. 

"I really caunot positively say, my dear," he re- 
plied. "I have known, of course, for some time that 
Mr. Barthorpe Herapath is not well disposed towards 
me. I have observed a certain coldness, a contempt, 
OD his part. I have been aware that he has resented 
my presence in this house. And I suppose he felt 
that as I am not a member of the family, I had no 
right to £dt in conncil with him and with you." 

"Not a member of the family!" exclaimed Pereie- 
"Why, you came here soon after I came — all those 
years agol" 

"I have dwelt under Jacob Herapath'a roof, in 
this house, fifteen years," said Mr. Tertius, reflec- 
tively. "Fifteen years!— yes. Yea — Jacob and I 
were — good friends." 

As he spoke the last word a tear trickled from be- 
neath Mr. Tertios'a spectacles and ran down into 
his beard, and Peggie, catching ai^t of it, impulsively 
jumped from her seat and kissed him affectionately. 

"Never mind, Mr. Tertius!" she said, patting his 
shoulders. "You and I are friends, too, anyway. I 
don't like Barthorpe when he's like that — I hate that 
ffide of him. And anyhow, Barthorpe doesn't mat- 
ter—to me. I don't suppose be matters to anything 
— except himself." 

Mr. Tertius gravely shook his head. 

"Mr. Barthorpe Herapath may matter a great deal. 
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my dear," he remarked. "He ia a very forceful per- 
son. I do not know what provision my poor friend 
maj have made, but Barthorpe, you will remember, is 
his nephew, and, I believe, his only male relative. 
And in that case " 

Mr. Tertins was just then intermpted by the en- 
trance of a footman who came in and looked inqoir- 
ingly at Peggie. 

"There's a taxi-cab driver at the door, miss," he 
announced. "He says he would like to apeak to some 
one about the news in the paper about — about the 
master, miss." 

Peggie looked at Mr. Tertius. And Mr. Tertius 
quickly made a sign to the footman. 

"Bring the man in at once," he commanded. And, 
as if to lose no time, hp followed the footman into 
the ball, and at once returned, conducting a young 
man who carried a copy of the Argut in bis hand. 
"Yest" he said, closing the door behind them and 
motioning the man to a seat. "Tou wish to tell us 
something! This lady ia Miss Wynne — Hr. Hera- 
path 's niece. Ton can tell us anything you think of 
importance. Do you know anything, thent" 

The taxi-cab driver lifted the Argus. 

"This here newspaper, sir," he answered. "I've 
just been reading of it — about Mr. Herapath, sir." 

"Yea," said Mr. Tertius gently. "Yes!" 

"Well, sir — strikes me as how I drove him, sir, 
this morning," answered the driver. "Gentleman of 
his appearance, anyway, sir — that's a fact!" 
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Mr. TertioB glanced at Pegs^e, who was intently 
watebing the caller. 

"Ah!" he said, tarning again to the driver, "you 
thin^ 70a drove either &fr. Herapath or a gentleman 
of his appearance this morning. Yoa did not know 
Hr. Herapath by sight, thenl" 

"No, sir, I've only just come into thia part — 
came for the first time yesterday. But I'm aa cer- 
tain-^" 

"Jost tell ns all about it," said Mr. Tertius, in- 
terrupting him. "Tell ub in jour own way. Every- 
thing, you kuow." 

"Ain't so much to tell, sir," responded the driver. 
"All the same, soon's I'd seen thia piece in the paper 
just now I said to myself, 'I'd best go round to Port- 
man Square and tell what I do know,' I says. And 
it's like this, sir — I come on this part yesterday — 
last night it was. My taxi belongs to a man as keeps 
half a dozen, and he put me on to night work, this 
end of Oxford Street. Well, it 'ud be just about 
a quarter to two this morning when a tall, well-built 
gentleman comes out of Orchard Street and made for 
my cab. I jumps down and opens the door for him. 
'Tou know St. Mary Abbot's Church, Kensington t ' he 
says as he got in. 'Drive me down there and pull up 
at the gate.' So, of course, I ran him down, and 
there be got out, give me five bob, and off he went. 
That's it, sir." 

"And when he got oat, which way did he got" 
asked Mr. Tertius. 
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"West, sir— aloiMt the High Street, past the Town 
Hall," promptly answered the driver, "And there 
he cTOBBed the road. I see him cross, because I stopped 
there s minute or two after he'd got out, tinkering 
at my engine." 

"Can you tell us what this gentleman was like in 
^pearancef" aaked Mr. Tertius. 

"Well, sir, not so much as regards his face," an- 
■wered the driver. "I didn't look at him, not par- 
ticular, in that way — besides, he waa wearii^ one of 
them overcoats with a big fur collar to it, and he'd 
the collar turned high up about his neck and cheeks, 
and his hat — one of them alouehed, soft hats, like so 
many gentlemen wears nowadays sir — was well pulled 
down. But from what bit I see of him, air, I should 
say he waa a fresh-coloured gentlemen." 

"Tall and well built, you aayl" observed Mr. 
Tertius. 

"Yes, air—fine-made gentleman— pretty near six 
feet, I should have called him," replied the driver. 
"Little bit inclined to stoutness, like." 

Mr. Tertius turned to Peg^e. 

"I believe you have some recent photc^raphs of 
Mr. Herapath," he aaid. "Tou might fetch them 
and let me see if our friend here can recognize them. 
You didn't notice anything else about your faref" 
he went on, after Peggie had left the room. "Any- 
thing that excited your attention, eht" 

The driver, after examining the pattern of the 
carpet for one minute and studying the ceiling for 
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Bsother, Blowly shook hia head. But he then sud- 
denly started into sometbing like activity. 

"Yes, there was, sir, now I eome to think of iti" 
he exclaimed. "I hadn't thought of it until now, 
but now yon mention it, there was. I noticed he'd 
a particularly handsome diamond ring on his left band 
— an extra fine one, too, it was." 

"Ah!" said Mr. Tertins. "A very fine diamond 
ring on hia left hand! Now, how did yon come to 
see that!" 

"He rested that band on the side of the door aa 
be waa getting in, sir, and I noticed how it flashed," 
answered the driver. "There was a lamp right 
against na, you see, sir," 

"I see," said Mr. Tertins. "He wasn't wearing 
gloves, thent" 

"He hadn't a glove on that hand, air. He was 
carrying some papers in it — a sort of little roll of 
papers." 

"Ah!" murmured Mr. Tertius. "A diamond ring 
— and a little roll of papers." He got up from bia 
chair and put a hand in fais pocket. "Now, my 
friend," he went on, chinking some coins as he with- 
drew it, "you haven't told this to any one else, I sup- 
pooet" ■ 

"No, sir," answered the driver. "Came straight 
here, air." 

"There's a couple of sovereigns for your trouble," 
said Mr. Tertins, "and there'll be more for you if 
you do what I tell yon to do. At present — that ia, 
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until I give yoa leave — don't aetj a word of this to 
a son]. Not even to the police — yet. In fact, not a 
word to them until I aay you may. Keep yonr mouth 
shut until I tell you to open it — I shall know where 
to find yon. If yon want me, keep an eye open for 
me in the square ontside, or in the street. When the 
yonng lady comes back with the photographs, don't 
mention the ring to her. This is a very queer busi- 
ness, and I don't want too much said just yet. Do 
as I tell yon, and III see you're all right. Under- 
stand t" 

The driver pocketed his sovereigns, and touched his 
forehead with a knowing look. 

"All right, sir," he said. "I understand. Depend 
on me, wr — I shan't say a word without your leave." 

Peggie came in just then with a half a dozen cabinet 
photographs in her hand. One by one she exhibited 
them to the driver. 

"Do you recognize any of thesef " she asked. 

The driver shook his head doubtingly nntil Pe^e 
showed him a half-length of her uncle in outdoor 
costnme. Then his eyes lighted op. 

"Couldn't swear as to the features, miss," be ex- 
claimed. "But I'd take my 'davy about the coat 
and the hat I That's what the gentleman was wear- 
ing as I drove this morning — ^take my Gkispel oath 
on it." 

"He rea^nizes the furred overcoat and the soft 
hat," murmured Mr. Tertius. "Very good — very 
good I All right, my man — we are much obliged to 
you," 
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He went out into tbe ball with the driver, and had 
another word in secret with him before the footman 
opened tbe door. Aa the door closed Mr. Tertius 
tamed slowly back to tbe stady. And as be tamed he 
mattered a word or two and smiled cynically. 

"A diamond rii^!" he said. "Jacob Herapath 
never wore a diamond ring in bis life I" 
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IB TUZBB A WlUit 

Wb&i TrifBtt hnnied off with his predooi budget 
of news Selwood lingered on the step of the office 
watching his retseatii^ flgore, and wondering about 
the new ides which the reporter had put into his 
mind. It was one of those ideas which instantly 
arouse all aorts of vagae, sinister possibilitieB, but 
Selwood found himself onable to formnlate anything 
definite out of any of them. Certainly, if Mr. Hera- 
path died at, or before, twelve o'clock midnight, he 
eonld not have been in Portman Square at one o'clock 
in the morning 1 Yet, according to all the evidence, 
he had been there, in his own house, in his own study. 
His coachman had seen him in the act of entering the 
hoose; there was proof that he had eaten food and 
drunk liquor in the house. The doctor mnst have 
made a mistake — and yet, Selwood remranbered, he 
had spoken very positively. But if be had not made 
a mistake t — ^what then! How could Jacob Herapath 
be lying dead in his office at Kensington and nibbling 
at a sandwich in Portman Square at one and the same 
hoort Clearly there was something wroi^, something 
deeply mysterious, something 

At that point of his sarmisings and questionings 
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Selwood heard himsetf called by Bartborpe Herapath, 
and he turned to see that gentleman standing in the 
hall dangling a bunch of keys, wbieh Selwood in- 
stantly recognized. 

"We have jost found these keys," said Barthorpe. 
"You remember the inspector said he found no keys 
in my uncle 'a pockets 1 We foond these pushed away 
Tindw some loose papers on the desk. It looks as if 
he'd pat them on the ded when he sat down, and had 
displaced them when he fell out of his chair. Of 
ooarse, they're his — ^perhaps you recognize themt" 

"Yes," answered Selwood, abruptly. "They're 
his." 

"I want you to come with me while I open his 
private safe," continued Barthorpe. "At junctures 
like these there are always things that have got to 
be done. Now, did yon ever hear my uncle speak of 
his will — ^whether he'd made one, and, if so, where 
he'd put iti Hear anythingt" 

"Nothing," replied Selwood. "I never heard him 
mention such a thing. ' ' 

"Well, between ourselves," said Barthorpe, 
"neither did I. I've done all bis legal work for him 
for a great many yeare — ever since I began to prac- 
tice, in fact — and so far as I know, he never made a 
will. More than once I've suggested that he should 
make one, but like most men who are in good health 
and spirits, he always put it off. However, we must 
look over his papers both here and at Portman 
Square." 

Selwood made no comment He silently followed 
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Barthorpe into the private room in whicb his late 
employer had ao strangely met his death. The body 
bad been removed by that time, and everything bore 
ita usual aspect, save for the presence of the police 
inspector and the detective, who were peering about 
them in the mysterious fashion associated with their 
calling. The inspector was looking narrowly at the 
fastenings of the two windows and apparently debat- 
ing the chances of entrance and exit from them; the 
detective, armed with a magnifying glass, was exam- 
ining the edges of the door, the smooth backs of chairs, 
even the surface of the desk, presumably for finger- 
marks. 

"I shan't disturb you," said Barthorpe, genially. 
"Mr. Belwood and I merely wish to investigate the 
contents of this safe. There's no likelihood of find- 
ing what I'm particularly looking for in any of his 
drawers in that desk," he continued, turning to Sel- 
wood. "I knew enough of his habits to know that 
anything that's in there will be of a purely businesa 
nature — referring to the estate. If he did keep any- 
thing that's personal here, itil be in that safe. Now, 
whidi is the keyt Do you know!" 

He handed the bunch of keys to Selwood. And 
Selwood, who was feeling strangely apathetic about 
the present proceedings, took them mechanically and 
^anced carelessly at them. Th^ he started. 

"There's a k^ missing!" he ezdaimed, suddenly 
waking into interest "I know these keys well 
enough — iir. Herapath was constantly handing them 
to me. There ought to be six keys here—the key of 
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this safe, the key of the safe at Portman Square, 
the latch-key for this office, the key of this room, the 
latch-key of the house, and a key of a safe at the 
Alpha Safe Deposit place. That one — ^the Safe De- 
posit key — is missing." 

Barthorpe knitted his forehead, and the two police 
officials paused in their tasks and drew near the desk 
at which Selwood was atanding. 

"Are you certain of thati" asked Barthorpe. 

"Sure!" answered Selwood. "As I aay, I've been 
handling these keys every d^ since I came to Mr. 
Herapath." 

"When did you handle them lastT" 

"Yesterday afternoon: not so very long before Mr. 
Eerapath went down to the House. That was in 
Portman Square. He gave them to me to get some 
papers out of the safe there. ' ' 

"Was that Safe Deposit key there at that timef " 

"They were all there — all eii. I'm certain of it," 
asserted Selwood. "This is the key of this safe," he 
went on, selecting one. 

"Open the safe, then," said Barthorpe. "Another 
safe at the Alpha, ehl" he continued, musingly. "I 
never knew he had a safe there. Did yoti ever know 
him to use it* " 

"I've been to it myself," answered Selwood. "I 
took some documents there and deposit^ them, two 
days ago. There's not very much in this safe," he 
went on, throwing open the door. "It's not long 
since I tidied it ont — at his request. So far as I 
know, there are no private papers of any note there. 
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He never made mach ose of tbU safe — in my proB- 
ence, at any rate," 

"Well, well Bee what there is, anyhow," remarked 
Bartborpe. He began to examine the contents of the 
safe methodieally, taking the varions papers and 
documents out one by one and laying them in order 
on a small table which Selwood wheeled up to bis 
side. Within twenty minntes fae had gone through 
ererything, and he began to put the papers back. 

"No will there," he murmured. "Well go on to 
Portman Square now, Mr. Selwood. After all, it's 
much more likely that he'd keep hia will in the safe at 
his own house — if he made one. But I don't believe 
he ever made a will." 

Mr. Tertius and Peggie Wynne were still in the 
stud; when Bartborpe and Selwood drove up to the 
house. The driver of the taxi-cab had just gone 
away, and Hr. Tertius waa discussing his information 
with P^gie. Hearing Barthorpe's voice in the hall 
he gave her a warning glance. 

"Quick!" he said hurriedly. "Attend to what I 
say! Not a word to your cousin about the man who 
has juBt left ua. At present I don't want Mr.' Bar- 
tborpe Herapath to know what he told ua. Be care- 
ful, my dear — not a word! Ill tell yon why later 
on — ^but at present, silence — strict silencel" 

Bartborpe Herapath came bustling into the room, 
followed by Selwood, who, as it seemed to Pef^e, 
looked utterly unwilling for whatever task might lay 
before him. At sight of Mr. Tertius, Bartborpe came 
to a sudden halt and frowned. 
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"I don't want to discuss matters further, Mr. Ter- 
tius," lie said coldly. "I thought I had given you 
a bint already. My cousin and I have private 
matters to attend to, and I shall be obliged if you'll 
withdraw. You've got private rooms of your own in 
this house, I believe — at any rate, until things are 
settled — and it will be best if you keep to them." 

Mr. TertiuB, who had listened to this unmoved, 
turned to Peggie. 

"Do you wish me to go away!" he asked quietly. 

Barthorpe turned on him with an angry aoowL 

"It's not a question of what Miss Wynne wishes, 
but of what I order;" he burst out. "If you've any 
sense of fitness, you'll know that until my uncle's will 
is found and bis wishes ascertained I 'm master here, 
Mr. Tertins, and " 

"You're not my master, Barthorpe," ezclumed 
F^pe, with a sudden flash of spirit. "I know what 
my uncle's wishes were as regards Mr. Tertius, and 
I intend to respect them. I've always been mistress 
of this house since my uncle brought me to it, and 
I intend to be until I find I've no right to be. Mr. 
Tertius, yonH please to stop where yon are!" 

"I intend to," said Mr. Tertius, calmly. "I never 
had any other intention. Mr. Barthorpe Herapath, 
I believe, wiU hardly use force to compel me to leave 
the room." 

Barthorpe bit his lips as he glanced from one to the 
other. 

"OhM'hesaid. "So that's how things are I Very 
good, Mr. Tertius. No, I shan't nm physical force. 
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But mind I don't use a little moral force — a slif^t 

modicum of that would be enougb for 7011, I'm tfaink- 

iagl" 

"Do I understand that you are using threatening 
language to met" asked Mr, Tertiua, mildly. 
Barthorpe sneered, and turned to Selwood. 

"Wall open this safe now," he aaid. "You know 
which is the k^, I suppose," he went on, glaring at 
Pefi^e, who had retreated to the hearthrug and was 
evidently considerably put out by her cousin's be- 
haviour. "I suppose you never heard my uncle men- 
tion a willt We've searched his private safe at the 
office and there's nothing there. Personally, t don't 
believe he ever made a will — I never beard of it. 
And I think he'd have told me if — " 

Mr. Tertias broke in upon Barthorpe's opinions 
with a dry cough. 

"It may save some uooecessary trouble if I speak 
at this juncture," he said. "There is a will." 

Barthorpe's ruddy cheeks paled In spite of his de- 
termined effort to appear unconcerned. He twisted 
round on Mr. Tertias with a startled eye and twitch- 
ing lips. 

"You— you say there is a willl" be exclaimed. 
"You say — what do you know about itt" 

"When it was made, where it was made, where it 
now is," answered Mr. Tertius. 

"Where it now is!'* repeated Barthorpe. "Where 
it now — ^isl And where is it, I should like to knowf " 

Mr. Tertins, who had gone up to Peggie, laid his 
hand reassuringly on her arm. 
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"Don't be afraid, my dear," he whispered. "Per- 
haps," be eontinaed, glancing at Bartborpe, "I bad 
better tell you when and where it was made. About 
six months ago — ^in this room. One day Mr. Hera- 
path called me in here. He had his then secretary, 
Mr. Burchill, with him. He took a document out of 
a drawer, told us that it was his will, signed it in our 
joint presence, and we witnessed his signature in each 
other's presence. He then placed the will in an en- 
velope, which he sealed. I do not know the terms of 
the will — but I know where the will is," 

Bartborpe 's voice sounded strangely husky ai he 
got out one word: 

"■Wherel" 

Mr. Tertins took Fegpe by the elbow and led her 
across the room to a recess in which stood as ancient 
oak bureau. 

"This old desk," he said, "belonged, so he always 
told me, to Jacob's great-grandfather. There is a 
secret drawer in it. Here it is — concealed behind an- 
other drawer. You put this drawer out — so — and 
here is the secret one. And here — where I saw Jacob 
HerapBth put it — is the will." 

Bartborpe, who had followed these proceedings with 
almost irrepressible eagerness, thrust forward a shak- 
ing band. But Mr. Tertius quietly handed the sealed 
envelope to Peggie. 

"This envelope," he remarked, "is addressed to 
Miss Wynne," 

Barthorpe made an effort and controlled himaelf. 

"Open itl" be said hoarsely. "Open it!" 
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Peggie fumbled with the seal of the envelope and 
then, with a sadden impulse, paased it to Selwood. 

"Mr. Selwood I" ahe exclaimed imploringly. *'Yoa 
I can't. YoD open it, and — " 

"And let him read it," added Mr. Tertine. 

Selwood, whose nerves had be^ strung to a high 
pitch of excitement by this scene, hastily slit open 
the envelope, and drew ont a folded sheet of foolsoap 
paper. He saw at a glance that there was very little 
to read. His voice trembled slightly as he began a 
recital of the contents. 

" 'This ia the last will of me, Jacob Herapath, 
of 500, Portman Square, London, in the County of 
Middlesex. I give, devise, and bequeath everything 
of which I die possessed, whether in real or personal 
estate, absolutely to my niece, Ma^aret "Wynne, 
now resident with me at the above address, and I 
appoint the said Margaret Wynne the sole executor 
of this my will. And I revoke all former wills and 
codicils. Dated this eighteenth day of April, 1912. 

" 'Jaoob Hebafath.' " 
Selwood paused there, and a sodden silence fell — 

to be as suddenly broken by a sharp question from 

Barthorpe. 
"The Witnessest" he said. "The witneaseet" 
Selwood glanced at the further paragraph which 

he had not thought it necessary to read. 
"Oh, yesl" he said. "It's witnessed all right." 

And he went on reading. 

" 'Signed by the testator in the presence of us 
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both present at the same time who in bis preseace 

and in the presence of each other have hereunto 

set onr names as witnesses. 

" 'JoHK Christophbb Tertius, of 500, Portman 

Square, London: Gentleman. 
'"Frank Bubchill, of 331, Upper Seymour 
Street, London: Secretary.' " 

As Selwood finished, he handed the will to P^^ie, 
who in her tarn hastily gave it to Mr. Tertius. For a 
moment nobody spoke. Then Barthorpe made a step 
forward. 

"Let me see that!" he said, in a strangely quiet 
voice. "I don't want to handle it — hold it upl" 

For another moment he stood gazing steadily, in- 
tently, at the aignatarea at the foot of the document. 
Then, without a word or look, he twisted sharply on 
his heel, and walked swiftly out of the room and the 
house. 
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THB SECOND WITNESS 

If any close observer had walked awaj with Bar- 
thorpo Herapath from the houg« in Portman Square 
and had watched his face and noted hia manner, that 
observer wonid have said that his companion looked 
like a man who was either lost in a profound day- 
dream or had just received a shock that had temporar- 
ily deprived him of all but the mechanical faculties. 
And in point of strict fact, Barthorpe was both 
sttmned by the news he bad just received and plunged 
"into deep speculation by a certain feature of it. He 
hurried along, scarcely knowing where he was going — 
but he was thinking all the same. And suddenly he 
pulled himself up end found that he had turned down 
Portman Street and was already in the thick of Ox- 
ford Street's busy crowds. A passer-by into whom he 
jostled in his absent-mindedness snarled angrily, bid- 
ding him look where he was going — that pulled Bar- 
thorpe together and he collected his wits, asking him- 
self what he wanted. The first thing that met his 
gaze on this recovery was a little Italian restaurant 
and he straightway made for the door. 

"This is what I want," be muttered. "Some place 
in which to sit down and think calmly." 
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He slipped into a quiet comer as soon as lie had 
entered the restaurant, summoned a waiter with a 
glance, and for a moment concentrated hia attention 
fm the bill of fare which the man put before him. 
That slight mental exercise restored him; when the 
waiter hod taken his simple order and gone away, 
Barthorpe was fully himself again. And finding him- 
self in as aatisfactoiy a state of privacy as he could 
desire, with none to overlook or spy on him, he drew 
from an inner pocket a letter-case which he bad taken 
from Jacob Herapatfa's private safe at the estate ofBee 
and into which he had cast a hurried glance before 
leaving Kensington for Portman Square. 

From this letter-case he now drew a letter, and as 
he unfolded it he muttered a word or two. 

"Prank Burchill, 331, Upper Seymour Street," be 
said. "Urn — but not Upper Sesrmour Street any lon- 
ger, I think. Now let's see what it all ia — ^what it 
all means I've got to find out." 

The sheet of paper which he was handling was of 
the sort used by typists, but the letter itself was 
written by hand, and Barthorpe recognized the pen- 
manship as that of bis uncle's ex-secretary, Burchill, 
second witness to the will which had just been ex- 
hibited to him. Then he read, slowly and carefully, 
what Burchill had written to Jacob Herapath — writ- 
ten, evidently, only a few days previously. For there 
was the date, plain enouf^. 
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"35c, Calengrove Mansions, 
"Maida Vale, W. 
"November 11th, 19—. 
"Deab Sm, 

"I don't know that I am particularly surprised 
that yon have up to now entirely ignored my let- 
ters of the Ist and the 6th instant. Tou probably 
think that I am not a person aboat whom any ana 
need take much trouble ; a mean cur, perhaps, who 
can do no more than snap at a mastiff's heels. I 
am veiT weU aware (having had the benefit of a 
year's experience of your character and tempera- 
ment) that you have very little respect for nn- 
moneyed people and are coutemptoous of their abil- 
ity to interfere with the moneyed. But in that mat- 
ter yon are mistaken. And to put matters plainly, 
it will pay you far better to keep me a friend than 
to tranafonn me into an enemy. Therefore I aak 
you to consider well and deeply the next sentence of 
this letter — which I will underline. 

"I am in full possession of the secret which you 
have taken auch vast pains to keep for fifteen years. 

"I think you are quite competent to read niy 
meaning, and I now confidently expect to hear that 
you will take pleasure in obliging me in the way 
which I indicated to you in my previous letters. 
"Tours faithfully, 

"Frank Bukohill." 

Barthorpe read this communication three time^ 
pausii^ over every sentence, seeking to read the mean- 
ings, the implications, the subtly veiled threat. When 
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he folded the square sheet and replaced it in the let- 
ter-ease he half spoke one word : 

"Blackmail!" 

Then, staring in apparent idloiess about the little 
restanrant, with its gilt-framed mirrors, its red, plosh- 
eovered seats, its suggestion of foreign atmosphere and 
cnstom, he idly drummed the tips of his fingers on the 
table, and tboi^ht Natnrall?, he thought of the 
writer of the letter. Of conrse, he said to himself, of 
course he knew Burchill. Burehill had been Jacob 
Herapath's private secretary for rather more than a 
year, and it was now about sis months since Jacob 
had got rid of him. He, Barthorpe, remembered very 
well why Jacob had quietly dismissed Burchill. One 
day Jacob had said to him,' with a dry chuckle : 

"I'm getting rid of that secretary of mine — ^it 
won't do." 

"What won't dof " Barthorpe had asked. 

"He's beginning to make eyes at Peggie," Jacob 
had answered with another chuckle, "and though 
Peggie's a girl of sense, that fellow's too good looking 
to h&Tc about a house. I never ought to have hsd 
him. However — ^he goes." 

Barthorpe, as he ate the cutlets and sipped the half- 
bottle of claret which the waiter presently brought 
him, speculated on these facts and memories. He was 
not very sure about Burchill'a antecedents: he be- 
lieved he was a young man of good credentials and 
high respectability — personally, he had always won* 
dered why old Jacob Herapath, a practical business 
man, ahoold have taken as a private secretary a fellow 
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who looked, dressed, spoke, and behaved like a play- 
actor. As it all came within the scope of things he 
mused on Burcfaill and his personal appearance, call- 
ing up the ex-secretary's graceful and slender Sgure, 
his oval, olive-tinted face, his large, dark, lustrous 
eyes, his dark, curling hair, his somewhat affected 
dress, his tall, wide-brimmed hats, his taper fingers, 
his big, wide-ended cravats. It had once amused Bar- 
thorpe — and many other people — ^to see Jacob Hera- 
path and his secretary together; Devertfaeless, Jacob 
had always spoken of Barchill as being thoroi^hly 
capable, painstaking, thorough and diligent. His airs 
and graces Jacob put down as a young man's affec- 
tations — ^yet there came the time when they suited 
Jacob no longer. 

"I catch bim talking too much to Peggie," he bad 
added, in that conversation of which Barthorpe waa 
thinking. "Better get rid of him before they pass the 
too-mnch stage." 

So Burchill had gone, and Barthorpe had heard no 
more of him until now. But what he had heard now 
waa a revelation. BurchUl bad witnessed a will of 
Jacob Herapath's, which, if good and valid and tha 
only will in existence, would leave bim, Barthorpe, a 
mined man. Barchill bad written a letter to Jacob 
Herapath askmg for some favour, reward, compensa- 
tion, as the price of his silence about a secret. What 
secret t Barthorpe could not even guess at it— but 
Burchill had said, evidently knowing what be waa 
talking about, that Jacob Herapath had taken vast 
pains to keep it for fifteen years. 
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By the time Barthorpe had finished his lonoh ha 
had come to the condusion that there was only ons 
thing for him to do. He most go straight to Calen- 
grove Mansions and interview Mr. Fraolc Burchill. 
In one way or another be must make sure of him, or, 
rather — ^though it was really the same thing — sure of 
what he could tell. And on the way there ha would 
make sure of something else — in order to do which he 
presently commissioned a taxi-cab and bade its driver 
go first to 331, Upper Seymour Street. 

The domestic who answered Barthorpe 's double 
knock at that house shook ber head when he design- 
edly asked for Mr. Prank Burchill. Nobody of that 
name, she said. But on being assured that there once 
had been a lodger of that name in reeidence there, she 
observed that she would fetch her migtreaa, and disap- 
peared to return with an elderly lady who also shodk 
her head at sight of the caller. 

"Mr. Burchill left here some time ago," she said. 
"Nearly six months. I don't know where he is." 

"Did he leave no address to which his letters were 
to be sentt" asked Barthorpe, affecting surprise. 

"He said there'd be no letters coming — and there 
haven't been," answered the landlady. "And I've 
neither seen nor heard of him since he went" 

Something in her manner suggested to Barthorpe 
that she had no desire to renew acquaintance with 
her former lodger. This sent Barthorpe away well 
satisfied. It was precisely what he wanted. The 
three people whom he had left in Portman Square in 
all pn>babilit7 knew no other address than this at 
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which to seek for Burchill when he waa wanted; the7 
wonld seek him there ereDtnally and get no news. 
Luckily for himself, Barthorpe knew where he was to 
be found, and he went straight oft up Edgware Boad 
to find him. 

Calengrove Mansions proved to be a new block of 
fiats in the dip of Maida Vale; 35o was a top fiat 
in a wing which ap to that stage of its existence did 
not appear to be much sought after by would-be ten- 
ants. It was some time before Barthorpe succeeded 
in getting an answer to his ring and knock ; when at 
last the door was opened BarehiU himself looked out 
upcrn him, yawning, and in a dressing-gown. And 
narrowly and searchingly as Barthorpe glanced at 
Burchill he could not see a trace of unusual surprise 
or embarrassment in his face. He looked just as any 
man might look who receives an unexpected caller. 

"Ohf" he said. "Mr. Barthorpe Herapath! Come 
in — do. I'm a bit late — a good bit late, in fact. You 
see, I'm doing dramatic criticism now, and there was 
an important premiire last night at the Hyperion, and 
I had to do a full column, and so— but that doesn't 
interest you. Come in, pray." 

He led the way into a small sitting-room, drew for- 
ward an easy-chair, and reaching down a box of cigar- 
ettes from the mantelpiece offered its contents to his 
visitor. Barthorpe, secretly wondering if all this un- 
concerned behaviour was natural or merely a bit of 
acting, took a cigarette and dropped into the chair. 

"I don't suppose you thought of seeing me when 
yon opened your door, Burchill f" he remarked good- 
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humooredly, as be took the match which his host had 
struck for him. "Last man in the world yon thoni^t 
of seeing, eht" 

BurchiU calmly lighted a cigarette for himself be- 
fore he answered. 

"Well," he said at last, "I don't know— you never 
know who's going to turn np. But to be candid, I 
didn't expect to see yon, and I don't know why you've 
come." 

Barthorpe slowly produced the letter-case from his 
pocket, took BorchiU'a letter from it, and held it be- 
fore him. 

"That's what bronght me here," he said signiil- 
cantly. "That! Of course, yon rect^nize it" 

BuTchill glanced at the letter without turning a 
hair. If he was merely acting, thought Barthorpe, 
he was doing it splendidly, and instead of writing 
dramatic criticism he ought to pot on the sock and 
buskins himself. But somehow he began to believe 
that Burcbill was not acting. And he was presently 
sure of it when Burcbill laughed — contemptuously. 

"Oh!" said Burcbill. "Ah! So Mr. Jacob Hera- 
path employs legal assistance — ^your assistance — in 
answering met Foolish — foolish! Or, since that ia, 
perhaps, too strong a word — indiscreet. Indiscreet — 
and unnecessary. Say so, pray, to Mr. Jacob Hera- 
path." 

Barthorpe remained silent a moment; then he put 
the letter back in the case and gave Burcbill a sharp 
steady look. 

"Good gracious, man!" he said quietly. "Are yon 
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pretending t Or— haven't you heard! Say — that — 
to Jacob HerapatliT Jacob Herapath is dead!" 

Burchill certainly started at that. What waa more 
he dropped hia cigarette, and when he straightened 
himself from picking it ap hia face waa flushed a 
little. 

"Upon my honour!" he exclaimed. "I didnt 
know. Dead I Whenf It must have been sudden." 

"Sudden!" said Barthorpe. " Sadden t He waa 
murdered!" 

There waa no doubt that this surprised BurchilL 
At any rate, he ahowed all the genuine signs of sur- 
prise. He stood staring at Barthorpe for a full min- 
ute of fulence, and when he spoke hia voice had lost 
something of its usual affectation. 

' ' Murdered t " he said. ' ' Murdered 1 Are you sure 
of thatt Tou aret Good heavens! — no, I've beard 
nothing. But I've not been out aince two o'clock tbia 

morning, so how could I heart Murdered " he 

broke off sharply and stared at hia visitor. "And yon 
came to me — ^whyl" 

"I came to ask you if you remember witnesaing my 
uncle's will," replied Barthorpe promptly. "Give 
me a plain answer. Do you remember 1" 
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OBEES AGAINST OKEEK 

At this direct question, Burchill, who had beea 
■tanding on the hearthrug since Barthorpe entered the 
room, tamed away and took a seat in the comer of a 
lounge opposite big viaitor. He gave Barthorpe a 
peculiarly searching look before be spoke, and as soon 
as he replied Barthorpe knew that here was a man who 
was not readily to be drawn. 

"Oh," said Burchill, "so I am supposed to have 
witneflsed a will made by Mr. Jacob Herapath, am 
IT" 

Barthorpe made a gesture of impatience. 

"Don't talk rot!" he said testily. "A man either 
knows that he witnessed a will or knows that be lUdn't 
witness a will." 

"Ejceuse me," returned Burchill, "I don't agree 
with that proposition. I cfua imagine it quite pos- 
mble that a man may think he has witnessed a will 
when he has done nothing of the sort. I can also 
imagine it just aa possible that a man may have really 
witnessed a will when he thought he was signing some 
much less important document. Of course, you're a 
lawyer, and I'm not. But I believe that what I have 
just said is much more in accordance with what we 
may call the truth of life than what you've said." 

"If a man sees another man sign a document and 
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witneases the signature together with a tliird man 
vho had been present thronghoiit, what would yoa 
say was being donef" asked Barthorpe, aneenngly. 
"Come, nowt" 

"I quite apprehend yonr meaning," replied 
Burehill, "Yon put it very cleverly." 

"Then why don't you answer my question t" de- 
manded Barthorp«. 

Bnrehill laughed softly. 

"Why not answer mine!" he said. "However, 111 
aak it to another and more direct form. Have you 
seen my signature as witness to a will made by Jacob 
Herapathl" 

"Yea," replied Barthorpe. 

"Are you sore it was my signatorel" asked 
BurchiU. 

Barthorpe lifted his eyes and looked searchingly at 
his questioner. But Burchill'a face told him noth- 
ing. What was more, he was beginning to feel that 
he was not going to get anything out of Burehill that 
Burehill did not want to tell. He remained ulent, 
and again Burehill laughed. 

"You see," he said, "I can suppose all sorts of 
things. I can suppose, for example, that there's such 
a thing as forging a signature — two signatures — three 
signatures to a will — or, indeed, to any other docu- 
ment. Don't you think that instead of asking me a 
direct question like this that you'd better wait until 
this will comes before the — is it the Probate Court t — 
and then let some of the legal gentlemen ask me if 
that— that I — is my signature t I'm only patting it 
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to 70U, 70a know. But perbapB you'd like to tell me 
— all about itt" He paused, looking carefully at 
Barthorpe, and as Barthorpe made no immediate an- 
swer, he went on speaking in a lower, softer tone. 
"All about it," he repeated inainuatingly. "Ah!" 

Barthorpe suddenly flung his cigarette in the hearth 
with a gesture that implied decision. 

"I Willi" be exclaimed. "It may be the shortest 
way out. Very well — listen, then. I tell you my 
uncle was murdered at hia office about — well, some- 
where between twelve and three o'clock this morning. 
Naturally, after the preliminaries were over, I wanted 
to find out if he'd made a will — naturally, I say." 

"Naturally, you would," murmured Bnrehill. 

"I didn't believe he had," continued Barthorpe. 
"But I examined his safe at the office, and I was 
going to examine that in his study at Portman Square 
when Tertins said in the presence of my cousin, my- 
self, and Selwood, your successor, that there was a 
will, and produced one from a secret drawer in an 
old boreau ■" 

"A secret drawer in an old bureau I" murmured 
Burchill. "How deeply interesting for all of you I — 
quite dramatic. Test" 

"Which, on being inspected," continued Barthorpe, 
"proved to be a holograph " 

"Pardon," interrupted Burchill, "A holograph! 
Now, I am veiy ignorant. "What is a bol<^rapht" 

"A holograph will is a will entirely written in the 
handwriting of the person who makes it," replied 
Barthorpe. 
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"I see. So this was written out hj Mr. Jacob 
Herapath, and witnessed by — ^whomf" asked BorchilL 

"Tertius as first witness, and you as second," an- 
swered Barthorpe. "Now then, I've told yon all 
about it. What are you going to tell met Come — 
did you witness this will or notT Qood gracions, 
man I — don't you see what a serious thing it ist" 

"How can I when I don't know the contents of the 
Willi" asked Bnrchill. "You haven't told me that 
— ^yet" 

Barthorpe swallowed an exclamation of rage. 

"Contents!" he exclaimed. "He left everything 
— everything! — to my cousin! Everything to her." 

"And nothing to yon," said Bnrchill, accentuating 
his habitual drawl. "Beally, how infernally incon- 
siderate I Yes — now I see that it is serious. But — 
only for you." 

Barthorpe glared angrily at him and began to 
growl, almost threateningly. And Burchill spoke, 
soothingly and quietly. 

"Don't," he said. "It does no good, you know. 
Serious — ^yes. Most serious — for you, as I said. But 
remember — only serious for you if the will is — good. 
Ehf" 

Barthorpe jumped to his feet and thrust his hands 
in his pockets. He began to pace the room. 

"Hang me if I know what you mean, Burehilll" 
he said. "Is that your signature on that will or 
not I" 

"How can I say until I see itt" asked Burchill, 
with seeming innocence. "Let's postpone matters 
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until then. By the by, did Mr. Tertiiis say that it 
waa my signatoret" 

"What do yon mean I ' ' exclaimed Barthorpe. 
"Why, of conrae, he said that he and yoa witneaaed 
the wilil" 

"Ah, to be sore, he would say eo," anented Burch- 
ill. "Of coune. Foolish of me to ask. It's quite 
evident that we must postpone matters ontil this will 
is — ^wbat do you call itf — presoited, proponnded— 
what is itf — for probate. Let's torn to something 
else. My letter to your uncle, for instance. Of 
course, as you've got it, you've read it." 

Barthorpe sat down again and stared, 

"You're a cool customer. Master Bnrchilll" he said. 
"By Jove, you are I You're playing 8<nae game. 
What is itt" 

Burchill smiled deprecatingly. 

"What's your own*" he asked. "Or, if that's too 
pointed a question at present, suppose we go back to 
— ^my letterT Want to ask me anything about itt" 

Barthorpe again drew the letter from the case. He 
affected to re-read it, while Burchill narrowly watched 

"What," asked Barthorpe at last, "what was it that 
you wanted my nncle to oblige you with! A loanl" 

"If it'a necessary to call it anything," replied 
Burchill suavely, "you can call it a — ^well, say a dona- 
tion. That sounds better — it's more dignified." 

"I don't suppose it matters much what it's called," 
said Bartliorpe drily. "I should say, from the tone 
of yonr letter, that most people woTild call it " 
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"Yes, but not polite people," interrupted Bnichill, 
"uid you and I are — or must be — polite. So we'll 
say donation. The fact is, I want to start a news- 
paper — weekly — devoted to the arta. I thought yonr 
ancle — now, unfortunately, deceased — would finance 
it. I didn 't want much, you know. ' ' 

"How muchl" asked Barthorpe. "The amount 
isn 't stated in this letter. ' ' 

"It was stated in the two previous letters," replied 
BuTchilL "Oh, not much. Ten thousand." 

"The price of yonr silence, eht" suggested Bar< 
thorpe. 

"Dirt cheap I" answered Bnrehill. 

Barthorpe folded up the letter once more and put 
it away. He helped himself to another cigarette and 
lighted it before he spoke again. Then he leaned for* 
ward confidentially. 

"What ia the secretl" he asked. 

Bnrehill stated and assumed an ur of virtnons sur- 
prise. 

"My dear fdlowl" he said. "That's against all 
the roles — all the rules of " 

"Of shady society," sneered Barthcapc. "Con- 
found it, man, what do you beat about the bush so 
much fort Hang it, I've a pretty good notion of 
you, and I daresay you've your own of me. Why 
can't you tell met" 

"You forget that I offered not to tell for— ten 
thousand pounds, ' ' said Burchill. ' ' Therefore I 
should want quite as much for telling. If yon carry 
ten thousand in cash on you " 
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"la there a secretV asked Barthorpe. "Sober 
earnest, nowf" 

"I have no objection to answering that question,-* 
replied Borchill, "There ia!" 

"And yon want ten thousand poanda for itt" m^ 
gested Barthorpe. 

"Pardon me — ^I want a good deal more for it, ondsr 
the present mncb altered circmustances, " said Boreh- 
ill quietly. "There is an old saying that cirooin- 
atancea alter cases. It's tme — they do. I would have 
iakea ten thousand poonds from your uncle to hold 
my tongue — true. But — ^the case is altered by hit 
death." 

Barthorpe pondered over this definite declaration 
for a minute or two. Then, lowering his voice, he 
said: 

"Looks oncommonly like — blackmail! And that 

"Pardon me again," interrupted Burchill. "No 
Uackmail at all — in my view. I happen to possess 
information of a certain nature, and " 

Barthorpe interrupted in his turn. 

"The thing is," he said, "the only thing is — how 
long are you and I going to beat about the busht 
Are you going to tell me if you signed that will I 
told you oft" 

"Certunly not before I've seen it," answered 
Burchill promptly. 

"Will you tell me thent" 

"That entirely depends." 

"On— what t" 
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" Ciremnstancee 1 " 

"Have the circamstances anythuig to do with thii 
eeorett" 

"Everything! More than anything— now, " 

"Now — whatT" 

"Now that Jacob Herapath ia dead. Look here!" 
continued Borchill, leaning forward and apeaking im- 
preasively. "Take my connael. Leave Uiia for the 
moment and come to aee me — ^dow, whent Tonii^t 
Come tonight. I've nothing to do. Come at ten 
o'clock. Then — 111 be in a position to b^ a good 
deal more. How will that doT" 

"That 11 do," answered Barthorpe after a mo- 
ment 'a conaideration. ' ' Tonight, here, at ten o 'clock, ' ' 

He got up and made for the door. Bnrcbill got 
np too, and for a moment both men glanced at each 
other. Then Bnrcbill spoke. 

"I auppose you've no idea who murdered your 
nnclet" he said. 

' ' Not the slightest ! ' ' exclaimed Barthorpe. ' ' Have 
you!" 

"Nonel Of oonrse — the police are on the got" 

"Oh, of course!" 

"AU right," said Burchill. "Tonight, then." 

He opened the door for his visitor, nodded to him 
as he passed out, and when he had gone sat down in 
the easy chair which Barthorpe had vacated and for 
half ait hour sat immobile, thinking. At the end of 
that half-hour he rose, went into his bedroom, mads 
an elaborate toilet, went out, foond a tazi-csb, and 
drove off to Fortman Square. 
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When Borthorpe Herapath left his coasin, Mr. 
Tertius, and Selwood in company with the newly 
discovered will, and walked swiftly ont of the house 
and away from Portman Square, he passed without 
teeing it a quiet, yet smartly appointed coup6 
brougham which came round the comer from Fort- 
man Street and pulled up at the door which Barthorpe 
had just quitted. From it at once descended an 
elderly gentleman, short, stont, and rosy, who bustled 
up the steps of the Herapath mansion and appeared 
to fume and fret tintil his summons was responded 
to. When the door was opened to him he bustled in- 
side at the same rate, rapped out the inquiry, "Misa 
Wynne at homef — Miss Wynne at homef" several 
times without waiting for a reply, and never ceased 
in his advance to the door of the study, into which 
he precipitated himself panting and blowing, as if 
he had run hard all the way from his original starting- 
point. The three people standing on the hearthrug 
tamed sharply and two of them tittered cries which 
betokened pleasure mixed with relief, 

"Mr. Halfpenny!" exclaimed Peggie, almost joy- 
folly. "How good of you to cornel" 



jiiE^byCoogle 



93 THE HERAPATH PROPERTY 

"We bad only just spoken — were only just speak- 
ing of yOQ," remarked Mr. Tertios. "In fact— yea, 
Mr. Selwood and I were thinking of going round to 
your offices to see if yon were in town. ' ' 

The short, stout, and rosy gentleman who, as soon 
as he had got well within the room, began to unswathe 
his neck from a volniniiious white silk muffler, now 
completed bis task and advancing upon Peggie sol- 
emnly kissed her on both cheeks, held her away from 
him, looked at her, kissed her again, and then patted 
her on the sboulder. This done, he shook bands sol- 
emnly with Mr. Tertius, bowed to Selwood, took off 
bis spectacles and proceeded to polish them with a 
highly-coloured bandana handkerchief which he pro- 
duced from the tail of his overcoat. This operation 
concluded, be restored the spectacles to bis nose, sat 
down, placed bis hands, palm downwards, on his 
plump knees and solemnly inspected everybody. 

"My dear friends!" he said in a hushed, deep voice. 
"My dear, good friends! This dreadful, awful, most 
afflicting news! I heard it but three-quarters of an 
hour ago — at the office, to which I happened by mere 
chance, to have come up for the day. I immediately 
ordered out our brougham and drove here — ^to see if 
I could be of any use. Ton will command me, my 
dear friends, in anything that I can do. Not pro- 
fessionally, of course. No — in that respect you have 
Mr. Barthorpe Herapatfa. But — otherwise." 

Mr. Tertius looked at Peggie. 

"I doo't know whether we shan't be glad of Mr. 
Halfpenny's professional serviceat" he said. "The 
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trath is, HaUpeniiy, we were talking of seeing you 
professionally when you came in. That's one truth 
—another is that a will has been found — our poor 
friend's will, of course." 

"God bless me I" exclaimed Mr. Halfpenny. "A 
will — our poor friend's will — has been found I But 
lorely, Barthorpe, aa nephew, and solieitor — eht" 

.A^ain Mr. Tertins looked at Peggie. 

"I suppose we'd better tell Mr, Halfpenny every- 
thing," he remarked. "Of course, Halfpeimy, youll 
miderstand that as soon as this dreadful affair was 
diacovered and the first arrangements had been made, 
Barthorpe, aa only male relative, began to search for 
a will. He resented any interference from me and 
was Tery tude to me, but when he came here and pro- 
posed to examine that safe, I told him at once that I 
Imew of a wiU and where it was, though I didn't know 
its terms. And I immediately directed him to it, and 
we found it and read it a few minutes ago with the 
result that Barthorpe at once quitted the house — ^you 
must have passed him in the square." 

"God bless us!" repeated Mr. Halfpenny. "I 
judge from that, then — but you had better show me 
this document." 

Mr. Tertiua at once produced the will, and Mr. 
Halfpenny, rising from his chair, marched across the 
room to one of the windows where he solemnly half- 
ehanted every word from start to finish. This per- 
formance over, he carefully and punctiliously folded 
the document into its original lines, replaced it in its 
envelope, and grasping this firmly in his hand, re- 
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snmed hia Beat and motioned everybodf to atten- 
tion, 

"My dew TerUufl!" he said. "Oblige me by nar- 
rating, carefnlly, briefly, your recollection of the cir- 
omnstances under which your signature to this highly 
important document waa obtained and made." 

' ' E asily done, ' ' regponded Mr. Tertiua. ' ' One 
Dight, some months ago, when our poor friend waa 
at work here with his secretary, a Mr. Frank Burchill, 
he called me into the room, just as Borchill waa 
about to leave. He said: 'I want yon two to witness 
my signature to a paper.' He—" 

"A moment," interrupted Mr. Halfpenny. "Ha 
said — 'a paper.' Did he not say 'my will't" 

"Not before the two of us. He merely said • 
paper. He produced the paper — that paper, which 
you now hold. He let us see that it was covered with 
writing, but we did not see what the writing was. 
He folded it over, laid it, so folded, on that desk, and 
signed his name. Then we both signed it in the blank 
spaces which he indicated : I first, then BurchilL He 
then put it into an envelope — that envelope — and 
fastened it up. As regards that part of the proceed- 
ings," said Mr. Tertius, "that is all." 

"There was, then, another part!" suggested Mr. 
Halfpenny. 

"Yes," replied Mr. Tertius. "There was. Bnrch- 
111 then left — at once. I, too, was leaving the room 
when Jacob called me hack. When we were alone, 
he said: 'That was my will that you've just witnessed. 
Never mind what's in it — I may alter it, or some of 
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it, some day, but I don't think I shalL Now look 
here, I'm going to seal this envelope, and 111 show 
yon where I pat it when it's sealed.' He then sealed 
the envelope in two places, as you see, and afterwards, 
in my presence, placed it in a secret drawer, which 
111 show to yoQ now. And that done, he said: 'There, 
Tertias, yon needn't mention that to anybody, unless 
I happen to be taken oS suddenly.' And," concluded 
Mr. Tertias, as he motioned Mr. Halfpenny to accom- 
pany him to the old bureau, "I never, of course, did 
mention it until half an hour ago." 

Mr. Halfpenny solemnly inspected the secret 
drawer, made no remark upon it, and reseated him- 
self. 

"Now," he said, "this Mr. Frank Burchill— the 
other witness! He left our old friend t" 

"Some little time ago," replied Mr. Tertias. 

"Still, we have his address on the will," said Mr, 
Halfpenny. "I shall eall on Mr. Barcfaill at once— 
as soon as I leave here. There is, of course, no doubt 
as to the validity of this wilL You said just now 
fltat Bartborpe left you as soon as he had seen it. 
Now, what did Barthorpe say about itt" 

"Nothing!" answered Mr. Tertius. "He went 
away withont a word — rashed away, in fact." 

Mr. Halfpenny shook his head with profound sol- 
tmmty. 

"I am not in the least sorprised to hear that," ha 
observed. ' ' Barthorpe naturally received a great 
diock. "What I am surprised at is — the terms of the 
wilL Nothing whatever to Barthorpe — ^his only male 
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relative — ^bis only brother's only bod. Extraordi* 
naryt My dear," he continued, turning to Peggie, 
"can you account for thist Do you know of any- 
thing, any difiCerenee between them, anything at all 
which would mahe your uncle leave his nephew out 
of his willt'* 

"Nothing!" answered Peggie. "And I'm very 
troubled about it. Does it really mean that I get 
everything, and Barthorpe nothing!" 

"That is the precise state of aCEairs," answered Mr. 
Halfpenny. "And it is all the more surprising when 
we bear in mind that you two are the only relations 
Jacob Herapath had, and that he was a rich man — a 
very rich man indeed. However, he doubtless had 
his reasons. And now, as I conclude you desire me 
to act for yon, I shall take chai^ of this will and lock 
it up in my safe as soon as I return to the office. On 
my way, I shall call at Mr. Burchill's address and 
just have a word with him. Tertios, you had better 
come with me. And — yes, there is another thing that 
I should like to have done. Mr. Selwood — are you 
engaged on any business f" 

"No," replied Selwood, who was secretly speculat- 
ing on the meaning of the morning's strange events. 
"I have nothing to attend to." 

"Then will you go to Mr. Barthorpe Herapath 'a 
office — in Craven Street, I think t — and see him per- 
sonally and tell him that Mr. Benjamin Halfpenny is 
in town, has been acquainted with these matters by 
Mr. Tertius and Miss Wynne, and would esteem it a 
favour if be would call upon him before five o'clodc 
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Thank you, Mr. Selwood. Now, Tertins, you and I 
will attend to our basineBs." 

Left alone, Pe^e Wynne suddenly realized tbat 
tlie world had become a vastly different world to what 
it had seemed a few short hours before. This room, 
into which Jacob Herapath, bustling and busy, would 
never come a^in, was already a place of dread ; nay, 
the whole boose in which she had spent so many 
years of comfort and luxury suddenly assumed a 
strangle atmosphne of distaatefulness. It was true 
that her uncle had never spent much time in the 
house. An hour or two in the morning — ^yes, but by 
noon he had hurried off to some Committee at the 
House of Commons, and in session time she had never 
seen him again that day. But he had a trick of nm- 
ning in for a few minutes at intervals during the day ; 
he would come for a cup of tea ; sometimes he would 
contrive to dine at home ; whether he was at home or 
not, his presence, always alert, masterful, active, 
seemed to be eveiywhere in the place. 3he eould 
scarcely realize that she would never see him again. 
And as she stood looking at his vacant chair she made 
an effort to realize what it all really meant to her, 
and suddenly, for the first time in her life, she felt 
the meaning of the usually vague term — loneliness. 
In all practical essentials she was absolutely alone. 
So far as she knew she had no relations in the world 
but Barthorpe Herapath — and there was something — 
scnnething shadowy and undefinable — about Bar- 
thorpe which she neither liked nor trusted. Moreover, 
■he had caught s glimpse of Barthorpe 's face as he 
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tnrned from looking at the will and hurried aw^r, 
and what she had seen had given her a strange feeling 
of fear and discomfort. Barthorpe, she knew, was 
not the sort of man to be crossed or tliwarted or 

balked of bis will, and now 

"Supposing Barthorpe should begin to hate me be- 
cause aU the money is mine J" she thought. "Then 
— vhy, then I should have no one I No one of my own 
flesh and blood, anyway. Of course, there 's Mr. Ter- 
tins. But — I must see Barthorpe. I must tell him 
that I shall insist on sharing — if it's all mine, I can 
do that. And yet — why didn't Uncle Jacob divide 
itt Why did he leave Barthorpe — nothing!" 

Still pondering sadly over these and kindred sub- 
jects Peggie went upstairs to a parlour of her own, a 
room in which she did as she liked and made into a 
den after her own taste. There, while the November 
afternoon deepened in shadow, she sat and thought 
still more deeply. And she was still plunged in 
thought when Kitteridge came softly into the room 
and presented a card. Peggie took it from the bnt- 
ler'a salver and glanced half carelessly at it. Then 
she looked at Kitteridge with some concern. 

"Mr. Burchill!" she said. "Heret" 

"No, miss," answered Kitteridge. "Mr, Borohill 
desired me to present bis most respectful sympathy, 
and to say that if be could be of any service to you 
or to the family, he begged that you would command 
him. His address is on this card, miss." 

"Very kind of him," mtirmured P^gie, and laid 
the card aside on her writing-table. When Kitteridge 
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bad gone she picked it up and looked at it again. 
Barehill! — she liad been thinking of him only a few 
minutes before the butler's entrance; thinking a good 
deal And her thoughts bad been disquieted and on^ 
happy. Burchill was the last man in the world that 
she wished to have anything to do with, and the faet 
that his name appeared on Jacob Herapath 's will had 
disturbed her more than she would have cared to 
admit 
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THB SHADOW 

Air. Halfpenny, condncting Mr. Tertiufi to the coupfi 
brougham, installed him in its further comer, got in 
himself and bade his coachman drive slowly to 331, 
Upiwr Seymour Street. 

"I said slowly," he remarked as they moved gently 
away, "because I wanted a word with you before we 
see this young man. Tertiua — ^what's the meaning of 
all thiat" 

Mr. Tertius groaned dolefully and shook his head. 

"There is bo much, Halfpenny," he answered, 
"that I don't quite know what you specifically mean 
by this. Do yon mean " 

"I mean, first of all, Herapath's murder," said Mr. 
Halfpenny. "You think it is a case of murder t" 

"I'm sure it's a case of murder — cold, calculated 
murder," replied Mr. Tertius, with ene^y. "Vile 
murder. Halfpenny." 

"And, as far as you know, is there no cluet" asked 
the old lawyer. "There's nothing said or suggested 
in the newspapers. Haven't you any notion — hasn't 
Barthorpa any notion f" 

Mr. Tertius remained silent for a while. The conpi 
brougham turned into Upper Seymour Street 

"I think," be said at last, "yeB,'I think that when 
100 
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we've mada this call, I shall ask yoa to accompany 
me to my friend Cox-Baythwaite's, in Endsleigh Gar- 
dens—yon know him, I believe. I've already seen 
bim this momiiig and told him^ — something. When 
we get there, I II tell it to yon, and he shall show you 
— something. After that, well hear what your legal 
instinct sure^sts. It is my opinion, Halfpenny — I 
ofFer it with all deference, as a layman— that great, 
ezceasiTe caation is necessary. This case is eztraor< 
dinary — ^very extraordinary. That is — in my opin- 
ion." 

"It's an extraordinary thing that Jacob Herapath 
should have made that will," murmured Mr. Half- 
penny reflectively. "Why Barthorpe should be en- 
tirely ignored is — to me — ^marvelloua. And — it may 
be — significant. Ton never heard of any difference, 
qoarrel, anything of that sort, between him and his 
unde f " 

"I have not the remotest notion as to what the 
relations were that existed between the uncle and the 
nephew," replied Mr. Tertius. "And tbongh, as I 
have said, I knew that the will was in existence, I 
hadn't the remotest idea, the faintest notion, of its 
contents until we took it out of the sealed envelope 

an hour or so ago. But " he paused and shook 

his head meaningly. 

"WeUt" said Mr. Halfpenny. 

"I'm very sure, knowing Jacob as I did, that ha 
bad a purpose in making that will," answered Mr. 
Tertius. "He was not the man to do anything with- 
out good reasons. I think we are here." 
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The landlady of No. 331 opened its door hentHi to 
these two viaitora. Her look of speculative interest 
OD seeing two highly respectable elderly gentlemen 
changed to one of inqolaitiTeness when she heard what 
tbey wanted. 

"No, sir," she answered. "Mr. Frank Bnrohill 
doesn't live here now. And it's a queer thing that 
during the time he did live here and gave me more 
troable than any lodger I ever had, him keeping sach 
strange hours of a night and early morning, he never 
had nobody to call on him, as 1 recollect of! And 
now here's been three gentlemen asking for him within 
this last hour — you two and another gentleman. And 
1 don't know where Mr. BurchiU lives, and don't want, 
neither!" 

"My dear lady I" said Mr. Halfpenny, mildly and 
snavely. "I am sure we are deeply sorry to disturb 
you — no doubt we have called you away from your 
dinner. Perhaps, er, this" — here there was a slight 
chink of silver in Mr. Halfpenny's hand, presently 
repeated in one of the landlady's — "will, er, eompen- 
sate you a littlel Bat we are really anxious to see 
Mr. Burchill — haven't you any idea where he's gone 
to llvet Didn't he leave an address for any letters 
that m^ht come hereT" 

"He didn't, sir — not that he ever had many let- 
ters," answered the landlady. "And I haven't the 
remotest notion. Of course, if I had I'd ^ve the ad- 
dress. But, as I said to the gentleman what was here 
not BO long ago, I've neither seen nor heard of Mr. 
BurchiU since he left — and that's six months since." 
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Hr. Halfpeony contrived to give his companion a 
nndge of the elbow. 

"Is it, indeed, ma'amt" he said. "Ahl That 
gentleman who called, now! — I think he must be a 
friend of oars, who didn't know we were coming. 
"What was he like, now, ma'amf" 

"He was a tallish, fine-built gentleman," answered 
the landlady. "Fresh-coloured, dean-shaved gentle- 
man. And for that matter, he can't be so far away 
— It isn't more than a quarter of an hour since he was 
here. Ill ask my girl if she saw which way be went." 

"Don't trouble, pray, ma'am, on my account, " en- 
treated Mr. Halfpenny. "It's of no consequence. 
We're deeply obliged to you." He swept ofif his hat 
in an old-fsshioned obeisance and drew Mr. Tertiiu 
away to the coupfi brougham. "That was Barthorpe, 
of course," he said. "He lost no time, you see, Ter- 
tins, in trying to see Burchill." 

"Why should he want to see BurchiUt" asked Mr. 
Tertiua. 

"Wanted to know what Burchill had to Bay about 
ngning the will, of course," replied Mr. Halfpenny. 
"Well — what nextT Do you want me to see Coz- 
Raythwaite with yont" 

Mr. TertiuB, who had seemed to be relapsing into 
a brown study on the edge of the pavement, woke up 
into some show of eagerness. "Yes, yes!" he said. 
"Yea, by all means let us go to Cox-Raythwaite. I'm 
sure that's the thing to da And there's another man 
— the chauffeur. But — yes, well go to Coz-Bay- 
thwaite first. Tell your man to drive to the comer 
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of Endaleigh Gardens— the corner by St Pancras 
Ghorcb. " 

Professor Cox-Baythwaite was ezactiy vhere Mr. 
TertiuB liad left him in the monting, when the two 
visitors were ushered into his laboratory. And for 
the second time that day he listened in mlenoe to Mr. 
Tertius's story. When it was finished, he looked at 
' Mr. Halfpenny, whose solemn conntenance had grown 
more solemn then ever. 

"Queer story, isn't it, Halfpenny f" be said lacon- 
ically. "How does it Btrike you!" 

Mr. Halfpenny slowly opened hia putsed-np lips. 

"Queert" he exclaimed. "God bless me! — I'm as- 
tounded I I — but let me see these — these things." 

"Sealed 'em up not so long ago — ^just after lunch," 
remarked the Professor, lifting his heavy bulk out of 
his chair. "But you can see 'em all right thnm^h 
the glass. There you are!" He led the way to a 
side-table and pointed to the hermetically-sealed re- 
ceptacles in which he had safely bestowed the tumbler 
and the sandwich brought so gingerly from Portman 
Square by Mr. Tertius. "The tumbler,'* he contin- 
ued, jerking a big thumb at it, "will have, of course, 
to be carefully examined by an expert in finger-prints; 
the sandwich, so to speak, affords primary evidence. 
Tou Bee — what there is to see, Halfpenny t" 

Mr. Halfpenny adjusted his spectacles, bent down, 
and examined the exhibits with scrupulous, absorbed 
interest. Again he parsed up his lips, firmly, tightly, 
aa if he would never open them again; when he did 
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open them it was to emit a veiitable whifltle which 
indicated almost as much delight as aatonisliment. 
Then he clapped Sir. Tertiua on the hack. 

"A veritable stroke of geniusl" he eselaimed. 
"Tertiufi, my boy, you should have been a Vidocq or 
8 Hawksfaawl How did you come to think of itt 
For I confesa that with all my forty years' experience 
of Law, I — well, I don't think I should ever have . 
thought of it!" 

"Oh, I don't know," said Mr. Tertius, modestly. 
"I — well, I looked — and then, of course, I saw. That's 
aU!" 

Mr. Halfpenny sat down and put his hands on 
his knees. 

"It's a good job you did see, anyway," he said, 
rominatively ; "an uncommonly good job. Well — 
you're certain of what we may call the co-relative 
factor to what is most obvious in that sandwich T" 

"Absolutely certain," replied Mr. Tertins. 

"And you're equally certain about the diamond 
ring!" 

"Equally and positively certain!" 

"Thai," said Mr, Halfpenny, rising with great 
decision, "there is only one thing to be done. You 
and I, Tertius, must go at once — at once! — to New 
Scotland Yard. In fact, we will drive straight there. 
i happen to know a man who is highly placed in the 
Criminal Investigation Department — we will put our 
infonuation before him. He will know what ought 
to be done. In my opinion, it is one of those cases 
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which will require inflnite care, preoaation, and, for 
the time being, secrecy — mole'e work. ^Jet ns go, iny 
dear friend." 

"Want me — and these thingsf" asked the Pro- 
fessor. 

"For the time b^g, no," answered Mr. Half- 
penny. "Nor, at present, the taxi-cab driver that 
Tertiiu has told ns of. Well merely teU what we 
know. But take care of these — these exhibits, as if 
they were the apples of yonr eyes, Cox-Kaythwaite. 
They — yes, they may hang somebody I" 

Half an boor later saw Mr. Halfpenny and Mr. Ter- 
this closeted with a gentleman who, in appearance, 
resembled the popular conception of a conntry squire 
and was in veali^ as keen a traeker-down of wrong- 
doers as ever trod the pavement of Parliament Street 
And before Mr. Halfpenny bad said many words he 
stopped him. 

"Wait s moment," he said, toaching a bell at his 
side, "we're already acquainted, of course, with the 
primary facts of this case, and I've told off one of 
our sharpest men to give special attention to it. Well 
have him in." 

The individual who presently entered and who was 
introduced to the two callers as Detective-Inspector 
Davidge looked neither pretematurally wiae nor ab- 
normally acute. What he really did remind Mr. Ter- 
' tins of was a gentleman of the betteivclasa commercial 
traveller persuasion — he was comfortable, solid, genial, 
and smartly if quietly dressed. And he and the 
highly placed gentleman listened to all that the two 
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visitors bad to tell with quiet and concentrated atten- 
tion and did not even exchange looks vitb each other. 
la the end the saperior nodded aa if aomething aatia- 
fiedhim. 

"Very well," he said. "Now the first thing is — 
silence. Yon two gentlemen will not breathe a word 
of all this to any one. As yoa said jost now, Mr. 
Halfpenny, the present policy is — secrecy. There will 
be a great deal of publicity daring the next few days 
— the inquest, and so on. We shall not be mnch con 
cemed with it — the public will say that as nsoal we 
are doing nothing. Yoa may think so, too. Bat yoa 
may coant on this — we shall be doing a great deal, 
and within a very short time from now we shall never 
let Mr. Barthorpe Herapath oat of our sight until — 
we want him." 

"Just BO," absented Mr. Halfpenny. He took Mr 
Tertius away, and when he had once more bestowed 
him in the eoup6 brougham, dug bim in the ribs, 
"Tertius I" he said, with something like a dry chncUe 
"What an extraordinary thing it is that people can 
go about the world uneonsciona that other folks are 
taking a very close and warm interest In them I Now, 
I'll lay a pound to a penny that Barthorpe hasn't a 
ghost of a notion that he's already under suspicion. 
My idea of the affair, sir, is that he has not the mere 
phantasm of such a thing. And yet, from now, as 
our friend there observed, Master Barthorpe, sir, will 
he watched. Shadowed, Tertius, shadowed!" 

Barthorpe Herapath certainly bad none of the 
notions of which Mr. Halfpenny spc^. He spent his 
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afteroooD, once having quitted BarchiU'B flat, in 8 
businesslike fashion. He visited the estate office in 
Eenaington ; he went to see the undertaker who had 
been charged with the funeral arrangements ; he called 
in at the local police-office and saw the inspector and 
the detective who had first been brought into connec- 
tion with the case; he made some arrangements with 
the Coroner's oflScer about the necessary inevitable 
inquest. He did all these things in the fashion of a 
man who has nothing to fear, who is unconscious that 
other men are already eyeing him with suspicion 
And he was quite unaware that when he left his office 
in Craven Street that evening he was followed by a 
man who quietly attended him to his bachelor rooms 
in the Adelphi, who waited patiently until he emerged 
from them to dine at a neighboring restaurant, who 
himself dined at the same place, and who eventually 
tracked him to Maida Vale and watched him enter 
Calengrove Manaiona. 
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FOB TEN PES CENT 

Mr. Frank BarchiU welcomed his Tiaitor wiUi easy 
familiarity — this might have been a mere droppiog-in 
of one friend to another, for the very ordinary pur- 
pose of spending a quiet social hour before retiring 
for the night. There was a bright fire on the hearth, 
a small stnokiiig- jacket on Burchill's graceful ahoul- 
ders and fancy slippers on his feet; decanters and 
glasses were set oat on the table in company with 
cigars and cigarettes. And by the side of Bnrchitra 
easy chair was a pile of newspapers, to which he 
pointed one of his slim white hands as the two men 
settled themselves to talk. 

"I've been reading all the newspapers I coxM get 
hold of," he observed. "Brought all the latest edi- 
tions in with me after dinner. There's little more 
known, I think, than when you were here this after- 
noon." 

"There's nothing more known," replied Barthorpe. 
"That is — as far as I'm aware." 

BnrchiU took a sip at hts glass and regarded Bar- 
thorpe thoughtfully over its rim. 

"In strict confidence," he said, "have yon got any 
idea whatever on the subject f" 
109 
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"Nonel" answered Barthorpe. "None whatererl 
I 've no more idea of who it wa8 that killed my mtcls 
than I have of the name of the horse that'll win the 
Derby of year after next! That's a fact There isn't 
a clue." 

"The police are at work, of eonrse," saf^ceited 
Burebill. 

"Of coursel" replied Barthorpe, with an nncon- 
cealed sneer. "And a lot of good they are. Who- 
ever knew the police to find ont anything, except hy 
a lucky accident T" 

' ' Just BO, ' ' agreed BarchilL * ' But then — acci- 
dents, lucky or otherwise, will happen. Yoa can't 
think of anybody whose interest it was to get ynnr 
esteemed relative ont of the wayT" 

"Nobody!" said Barthorpe. "There may have been 
somebody. We want to know who the nun was who 
came out of the House with him last night — so far 
we don't know. It'll all take a lot of finding out. 
In the meantime " 

"In the meantime, you're much more concerned 
and interested in the wiU, ehl" said Bnrchill. 

"I'm much more concerned — being a believer in 
present necessities — in heanng what you've got to 
say to me now that you've brought me here," an- 
swered Barthorpe, coolly. "What is itt" 

"Oh, I've a lot to say," replied Bnrchill. "Qnitfl 
a lot. But yon 11 have to let me say it in my own 
fashion. And to start with, I want to ask yoa a few 
questions. Abont your family history, for instance." 

"I know next to nothing about my family history/' 
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said Barthorpe; "but if my knowledge ie helpfol to 
what we — or I — want to talk about, fire aheadi" 

"Goodl" responded Burchill. "Now, just tell me 
what you know about Mr. Jacob Herapath, about hia 
brother, your father, and about his sister, who was, 
of course, Miaa Wynne's mother. Briefly — con- 
cisely." 

"Not so much," answered Barthorpe. "My grand- 
father was a medical man — pretty well known, I 
fancy — at Granchester, in Yorkshire; I, of course, 
never knew or saw him. He had three children. The 
eldest was Jacob, who cam* to his end last night, 
Jacob left Granchester for London, eventDally began 
speculating in real eKtate, and became — ^what he was. 
The second was Ricfaard, my father. He went out to 
Canada as a lad, and did there pretty much what 
Jacob did here in London — • — " 

"With the same results t" interjected Burchill. 

Barthorpe made a wry face. 

"Unfortunately, nol" he replied. "He did re- 
markably well to a certain point — ^then he made soma 
most foolish and risky speculations in American rail- 
roads, lost pretty nearly everytluDg he'd made, and 
died a poorish man." 

"Oh—he's dead, then I" remarked Burchill. 

" He 's dead — years ago, ' ' replied Barthorpe. 
"He died before I came to England. I, of course 
was bom out there. I " 

"Never mind you just now," interrupted BurchilL 
"Keep to the earlier branches of the family. Tour 
grandfather had one other child t" 
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"A daughter," assented Barthorpe. "I never be* 
her, either. However, I know that her name was 
Suaan. I also know that she married a man named 
Wynne — my cousin's father, of coorse. I don't know, 
vho he waa or anything about him." 

"Nothing!" 

"Nothing — ^nothing at all; My Uncle Jacob never 
spoke of him to me — ezeept to mention that such a 
person had once existed. Uy cousin doean't know 
anything about him, either. All she knows is that 
her father and mother died when she was about — I 
think— two years old, and that Jacob then took chai%e 
of her. When she was ux years old, be brought her 
to live with him. That was about the time I myself 
came to England." 

"All right," said Burchill. "Now, we'll come to 
yon. Tell about yourself. It all matters." 

"Well, of course, I don't know what you're getting 
at," replied Barthorpe. "But I'm sure you do 
H^self, ehl Well, I was put to the Law out there in 
Canada. When my father died — ^not over well off — 
I wrote to Uncle Jacob, telling him all about how 
things were. He suggested that I should come over 
to this country, finish my legal trunii^ here, and 
qualify. He also promised — if I suited him — to give 
me his legal work. And, of course, I came." 

' ' Naturally, ' ' said BurchiU. ' ' And that *»— how 
loi^ agot" 

"Between fifteen and sixteen years," answered 
Barthorpe. 

"Did Jacob Herapath take yon into his housef" 
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asked Barcbill, contiauing the examiostioa which 
Buthorpe was bediming to find irksome aa well u 
puzzling. "I'm asking all this for good reaaoni — ' 
it's necessarr, if 70a 're to undentand what I'm going 
to tell yon." 

"Oh, as long as you're going to tell me something 
I don't mind telling you anything yon like to ask," 
replied Barthorpe. "That's what I want to be get- 
ting at. No — ^he didn't take me into the honse. Bat 
he gave me a very good allowance, paid all my ex- 
penses until I got through my remainii^ examina- 
tions and stages, and was very decent all around. 
No — I fixed up in the rooms which I've still got — a 
fiat in the Adelphi." 

"Bat you went a good deal to Portman Sqtiare!" 

"Why, yes, a good deal — once or twice a week, as it 
rule." 

"Had your cousin — ^Mibb Wynne— come there 
thenV 

"Tes, she'd just about come. I remember she had 
a governess. Of course, Peggie was a mere child 
then — about five or six. Must have been six, becaosa 
she's quite twenty-one now." 

"And— Mr. Tertiust" 

Burchill spoke the name with a good deal of subtle 
meaning, and Barthorpe saddenly looked at him with 
a rising ciHnprehension. 

' ' Tertius f " he answered. ' ' No — Tertins hadn 't 
arrived on the acene then. He came — soon after." 

"How soon afterl" 

"I ihould Bay," replied Barthorpe, after a mo- 
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ment's consideratioii, "I sbonld aay— from my best 
recollection — a few montha after I came to London. 
It was certainly within a year of my coming." 

"You remember hia comingT" 

"Not partienlarly. I remember that he came — at 
first, I took it, aa a visitor. Then I found he'd had 
rooms of hia own given him, and that he was there aa 
a permanency." 

"Settled down — juat as he has been ever Bincet'* 

"Jnst! Never any difference that I've known of, 
all these years." 

"Did Jacob ever tell you who he wasf" 

"Never! I never remember my uncle speaking of 
him in any particular fashion — to me. He was sim- 
ply — there. Sometimes, you saw him ; sometimes, yon 
didn't see Mm. At times, I mean, you'd meet him 
at dinner — other times, you didn't." 

BurchiU paused for a while; when he asked his 
next question he seemed to adopt a more particular 
and pressing tone. 

"Now — ^have you the least idea who Tertius is!" 
he asked. 

"Not the slightesti" affirmed Barthorpe. "I never 
have known who he is. I never liked him — ^I didn't 
like his sneaky way of going about the house — I didn't 
like anything of him — and be never liked me. I al< 
ways had a feeling — a sort of intuition — that he re- 
Bented my presence — in fact, my existence." 

"Very likely," said Burchill, with a dry laugh. 
"Well — ^has it ever struck you that there was a 
secret between Tertius and Jacob Herapatht" 
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Barthorpe started. At last they were coming to 
BOmething definite. 

"At!" be exclaimed. "So — that's the secret 7011 
mentioned in that letterf " 

"Never mind," replied Bnrchill, "Answer m^ 
questioa" 

"No, then — it never did strilra me." 

"Very well," said BurchilL "There is a secret" 

"There is!" 

"There is! And," whispered Bnrchill, rising and 
coming nearer to his visitor, "it's a secret that will 
put you in possession of the whole of the Herapath 
property! And — I know it." 

Barthorpe had by this time realized the sitoation. 
And he was thinking things over at a rapid rate. 
Burchill had asked Jacob Herapath tor ten thousand 
pounds as the price of bis silence; therefore 

"And, of course, yoa want to make somelhit^ out 
of your knowledge T" ha said presently. 

"Of course," laughed BurcMll. He opened a box 
of cigars, selected one and carefully trimmed the end 
before %htiDg it. ' ' Of course I" he repeated. 
"Who wouldn't! Besides, you'll be in a position to 
afford me something when yon come into all that." 

"The willt" suggested Barthorpe. 

Burchill threw the bumt-out match into the fire. 

"The will," he said slowly, "will be about as val- 
uable as that — when I've fixed things up with yon. 
Valueless 1" 

"You mean ItT" exclaimed Barthorpe incredu- 
lously. "Then — ^yonr signature 1" 
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"Look herel" said BurehilL "The only tbing be- 
tween OS is — ^terms I Fix up tenng with me, and I'll 
tell yon the whole truth. And then— 70a 11 seel" 

"Well — what termsf " demanded Barthorpe, a little 
snspicionaly. "If yon want money down ■" 

"Yon oooldn't pay in cash down what I want, nor 
anything like it," said Bnrchill. "I may want an 
advance that you can pay — bat it will only be an ad- 
vance. What I want is ten per cent, on the total value 
of Jacob Herapath'g property." 

"Good heavenal" exclaimed Barthorpe. "Why I 
believe hell cut up for a good million and a half 1" 

"That's about the figure — as I've reckoned it," as- 
sented BurchiU. "But yonll have a lot left when 
you've paid me ten per cent." 

Barthorpe fidgeted in his cluur. 

"When did you find out this seeretf" he asked. 

"Got an idea of it just before I left Jacob, and 
worked it all out, to the last detail, after I left," re- 
plied Burcbill. "I tell yon this for a certainty— 
wfaen I've told you aU I know, you'll know for an 
absolute fact, that the Herapath property is — ^yours!" 

"Wellt" said Barthorpe. "What do you want 
me to dot" 

Burcbill moved acroas to a d^ and produced some 
paperg. 

"I want you to sign certain documents," he said, 
"and then 111 tell yon the whole story. If the 
story's no good, the documenta are no good. How's 
thatt" 
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"That'll do!" answered Barthorpe. "Let's get to 
bujBinees." 

It was one o'clock in the morning when Barthorpe 
left Galengrove Mansions. But the eyes that had seen 
him enter saw him leave, and the shadow followed 
him through the sleeping town nntil he, too, sought 
bis own place of alnmber. 
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Ever since TritBtt had made hia luol^ acoop in 
couQection with the Herapath Mystery he had lived 
in a state of temporary gloiy, with strong hopes of 
making it a permanent one. Up to the morning of 
the event, which gave him a whole column of the 
Argus (big type, extra leaded), TriflStt, as a junior 
reporter, had never accomplished anything notable. 
As he waa fond of remarking, he never got a chance. 
Police-court cases — county-court caaea— fires — coron- 
ers' inquests— street accidenta— they were all exciting 
enough, no doubt, to the people actively eoncemed in 
them, but yon never got more than twen^ or thirty 
lines out of their details. However, the chance did 
come that morning, and Triffitt made the most of it, 
and the news editor (a highly exacting and particular 
person) blessed him moderately, and told bim, more- 
over, that he could call the Herapath case hia own. 
Thenceforth Triffitt ate, drank, smoked, and slept with 
the case; it was the only thing he ever thought of. 
But at half'past one on the afternoon of the third day 
after what one may call the actual start of the affair, 
Triffitt sat in a dark comer of a tea-shop in Ken- 
sington High Street, munching ham sandwiches, sip- 
US 
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ping coffee, and thinidng lagubrioual}', if not despair- 
ingl]''. He had spent two and a half boors in the ad< 
jacent Coroner's Court, listening to all that was said 
in evidence ahont the death of Jacob Herapath, and 
he had heard ahsolntely nothing that was not qnito 
well known to him when the Coroner took his Beat, 
inspected his jurymen, and opened the inquiry. Two 
and a half hours, at the end of which the court ad- 
journed for lunch — and the affair was just as myste- 
rious aa ever, and not a single witneBs had said a new 
thing, not a single fresh fact had been brought for^ 
ward out of which a fellow could make good, rousing 
copy I 

"BottenI" mumbled Triffitt into his cup. "Extra 
rotten I Somebody's keeping something hack — ^that's 
about it I" 

Jnst then another young gentleman came into the 
alcove in which Triffitt sat disconsolate — a pink- 
ebeeked young gentleman, who affected a tweed suit 
of loud checks and a sporting coat, and wore a bit of 
feather in the band of his raMsb billycock. Triffitt 
recognized him as a fellow-scrihe, one of the youthful 
bloods of an opposition journal, whom he sometimes 
met on the cricket-field; he also remembered that ha 
had caught a glimpse of him in the Coroner's Court, 
and he hastened to make room for him. 

"Hullo!" said Triffitt. 

"What-hol" responded the pink young gentleman. 
He beckoned knowingly to a waitress, and looked at 
her narrowly when she came. "Qot such a thing as a 
mufflnt" he ashed. 
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"MuflSns, flir — yes, sir," replied the waitreaa. 
"Fresh muffins." 

"Pick me out a nice, plump, newly killed muffin," 
commanded Triffitt'a companion. "Leave it in its 
natural state — that is to say, cold — split it in half put 
between the halves a thick, generous slice of that cold 
ham I see on your counter, and produce it with a pot 
of fresh — and very hot — China tea. That's alL" 

"Plenty too, I should think I" muttered Triffltt 
"Fond of indigestion, Carvert" 

"I don't think yooVe ever been in Yorkshire, have 
yon, Triffittt" asked Mr. Carver, settling himself com- 
fortably. "You haven't had that pleasure! — ^well, if 
you'd ever gone to a football match on a Saturday af- 
ternoon in a Yorkshire factory district, you'd have 
seen men selling mufBn-and-ham sandwiches — fact I 
And I give you my word that if you want something 
to fill yon up during the day, something to tide over 
the weary wait between breakfast and dinner, a fat 
muffih with a thick slice of bam is the best thing I 
know." 

"I don't want anything to fill me up," grunted 
Triffitt. "I want something cheering — at present. 
I've been listening with all my ears (or something 
new in that blessed Herapath esse all the morning, 
and, as you know, there's been notbingi" 

"Think so!" said Carver. "Um — I should have 
said there was a good deal, now." 

"Nothing that I didn't know, anyway," remarked 
Triffitt "I got all that first thing; I was on the spot 
first" 
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"Oh, it was yon, was itt" said Carrer, with pro- 
fewonal indifference. "Luchy nuuil So you've 
only been hearing " 

"A repetition of what I'd heard before," answered 
Triffitt. "I knew all that evidence before I went 
into eoort Caretaker — police — folks from Portman 
Sqoare — doctor— all the lot I And I gaeea there 11 be 
nothing this afternoon — the thifig'll be adjourned." 

"Oh, that's of course," assented Carver, attacking 
his muflSn sandwich. "There'll be more than one ad- 
joomment of this particular inqnest, Triffitt. But 
ar^'t you struck by one or two points t" 

"I'm struck by this," replied TrifBtt. "If what 
the police-Burgeon says — and you noticed how posi- 
tive he was about it — if what he says is true, that old 
Herapatb was shot, and died, at, or just before (cer- 
tainly not after, he positively asserted) , twelve 
o'clock midnight, it was not he who went to Portman 
Squarel" 

"That, of course, is obvious," said Carver. "And 
it's just as obvious that whoever went to Portman 
Square returned from Portman Square to that office. 
Eht" 

"That hasn't quite struck me," replied Triffitt 
"How is it just as obvioust" 

"Because whoever went to Portman Square went 
in old Herapatb 's fur-trimmed coat and bis slouch 
hat, and the fur trimmed coat and slouch hat were 
found in the office," answered Carver. "It's abso- 
lutely plain, that. I put it like this. The murderer, 
having settled his man, put on his victim's eoat and 
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hat, took his keya, went to PortmaD Square, did some' 
thing there, went back to the ofiSee, left the coat and 
hat, and booked it. That, 017 son, is a dead certtun^. 
There's been little — ^if anything — ^made of all that be- 
fore the Coroner, and it's my impreBsion, Triffitt, that 
somebody — somebody official, mind yon — ^is keeping 
something back. Now," continued Carver, dropping 
his voice to a confidential whisper, "I'm only doing a 
plain report of this affair for oar oi^an of light and 
leading, but I've read it up pretty well, and there are 
two things I want to know, and 111 tell you what, 
Triffitt, if you like to go in with me at finding them 
ont — two can always work better than one — I'm 
game!" 

"What are the two things I" asked Triffitt, cao- 
tiously. "Perhaps I've got 'em in mind also." 

"The first's this," replied Carver. "Somebody- 
some taxi-cab driver or somebody of that sort — must 
have brought the man who personated old Jacob Hera- 
path back to, or to the neighborhood of, the ofBce thst 
morning. How is it that somebody hasn't been dis- 
covered t You made a point of asking for him in the 
Arffug. Do you know what I thinki I think he has 
been discovered, and he's being kept out of the way. 
That's point one." 

"Good!" muttered Triffitt. "And point two!" 

"Point two is — where is the man who came ont of 
the House of Commons with Jacob Herapath that 
night, the man that the coachman Mountain de- 
Bcribedl In my opinion," asserted Carver, "I be- 
lieve that man's been found, too, and he's being kept 
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"Good again!" aaid Triffitt "It's likely. Well, 
I've a pc«nt. Yon heard the evidence about old Herar 
path 'b keys f Yes — well, where 'b the key of that safe 
that he rented at the Safe Deposit place. That young 
secretary, Selwood, swore that it was on the litUe 
bunch the day of the murder, that he saw it at three 
o'clock in the afternoon. What did Jacob Herapath 
do with it between then and the time of the murderf " 

' ' Yes — that 'a a great point, ' ' asserted Carver. 
"We may hear something of that this afternoon — 
perhaps of all these points." 

But when they went back to the densely crowded 
court it was only to find that they — and an expectant 
public — were going to hear nothing more for that 
time. As Boon aa the court re-aasembled, there was 
some putting tc^ether of heads on the part of the 
legal gentlemen and the Coroner; there were whia- 
perii^ and consnltations and noddii^ and veiled 
hints, palpable enough to everybody with half an eye ; 
then the Coroner announced that no further evidence 
would be taken that day, and adjourned the inquest 
for a fortnight. Such of the public as had contrived 
to squeeze into the court went out mnrmurmg, and 
Triffitt and Carver went out too and exchanged mean- 
ing glances. 

"Juflt what I expected!" said Carver. "I reckon 
the police are at the bottom of all that. A fortnight 
today well be hearing something good — Bomething 
sensatioual. ' ' 

"I don't want to wait until a fortnight today," 
growled Triffitt "I want some good, hot stuff — 
nowl" 
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"Then yooTl have to find it for yourself, very 
soon," remarked Carver. "Take my tip — yoa'U got 
notbiog from the police." 

Triffitt was well aware of that. He had talked to 
two or three police officials and detectives that morn- 
ing, and had fonnd them singularly elusive and nn- 
eonuminicative. One of them was the police^inspector 
who bad been called to the Herapath Estate Office (m 
the diaoovery of the murder ; another was the detec- 
tive who had accompanied him. Since the murder 
Triffitt had kept in touch with these two, and bad 
found them affable and ready to talk; now, however, 
they bad suddenly curled up into a dry taeitumity, 
and there was nothing to be got out of them. 

"Tell you what it is," he said suddenly. ""Well 
have to go for the police!" 

"How go for the policet" asked Carver doubtfully. 

"Throw out some careful hints that the police 
know more than they'll tell at present," answered 
Triffitt, importantly. "That's what I flhall do, any- 
how — I've got carte blaneke on our rag, and 111 make 
the public ear itch and twitch by breakfast-time to- 
morrow morning I And after that, my boy, you and 
111 pat our heads together, as you suggest, and see 
if we can't do a bit of detective work of our own. 
See you tomorrow at the usual in Fleet Street. ' ' 

Then Triffitt went along to the Argus office, and 
spent the rest of the afternoon in writing np a breezy 
and brilliant column about the scene at the inquest, 
intended to preface the ordinary detailed report. He 
wound it up with an artfully concocted paragraph in 
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vhich lie threw out man? thinly veiled hints and in- 
Daeodoes to the effect that the police were in possee- 
aion of strangle and sensational information and that 
ere long saeh a dramatic torn would be given to this 
Herapath Mystery that the whole town would seethe 
with excitement. He preened his feathers gaily over 
this accomplishment, and woke earlier than usual next 
morning on purpose to go out before breakfast and 
boy the Argua. But when he opened that enterpris- 
ing journal he found that his column had been woe- 
fully cut down, and that the paragraph over which 
he had so exercised his brains was omitted altogether. 
Triffitt had small appetite for breakfast that morn- 
ing, and he went early to the office and made haste 
to put himself in the way of the news editor, who 
grinned at sight of him. 

"Look here. Master Triffitt," said the news editor, 
"there's such a thing as being too smart — and too 
previous. I was a bit doubtful about your prognos- 
tications last night, end I rang up the C.I.D. about 
'em. Don't do it ^ain, my son! — ^yon mean well, but 
the police know their job better than you do. If 
they want to keep quiet for a while in this matter, 
they've good reasons for it. So — ^no more hints. 
Seel" 

"So they do know sometbingt" muttered Triffitt 
Bourly. "Then I was right, after alll" 

"You'll be wrong, after all, if you stick yonr nose 
where it isn't wanted," said the news editor. "Just 
ehnck the inspired prophet game for a while, will you t 
Keep to mere factB; yoall be alarming the wrong 
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people, if yoa don't. Off you go now! and do old 
Herapath'B funeral — it's at noon, at Ecnsat Green 
There'll be some of his fellow M.P's there, and so on. 
Get their names — make a nice, respectable thing of it 
on conventional lines. And no fireworks I This 
thing's to lie low at present." 

Triffitt went off to Eensal Green, scowlii^ and cog- 
itating. Of coarse the police knew somethii^! But 
— whatt What they knew would doubtless come out 
in time, but Triffitt bad a strong desire to be before- 
hand with them. In spite of the douche of cold 
water which the news editor bad just administered, 
Triffitt knew his Argus. It he could fathom the 
Herapatb Mystery in such a fashion as to make a 
real great, smashing, all-absorbing feature of a sensa^ 
tional discovery, the Argus would throw police pre- 
caution and official entreaties to the first wind that 
swept down Fleet Street. No ! — he, Triffitt, was not 
to be balked. He would do bis duty — he would go 
and see Jacob Herapath buried, but he would also 
continue his attempt to find out how it was that that 
burial came to be. And as he turned into the ceme- 
tery and stared at its weird collectjon of Christian 
and pagan monuments he breathed a fervent prayer 
to Uie Goddesses of Chance and Fortone to give him 
what he called "another look-in." 
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THB SCOTTISH VKBDICT 

If Triffitt had only known it, the Goddesses ot 
Chance and Fortune were already close at hand, hoT- 
ering lovingly and benignly above the crown of his 
own Trilby hat. Triffitt, of coarse, did not see them, 
nor dream that they were near; be was too busily 
occupied in taking stock of the black-garmented men 
who paid the last tribute of respect (a conventional 
phrase which he felt obliged to use) to Jacob Hera- 
path. These men were many in number; some of 
them were known to Triffitt, some were not. He knew 
Mr. Fox-Crawford, an Under-Secretary of State, who 
represented the Government ; he knew Mr, Day- 
weather and Mr. Enctlmore, and Mr. Camford and 
Mr. Wallbum ; they were all well-known members of 
Parliament. Also, he knew Mr. Barthorpe Herapatb, 
walking at the head of the procession of mourners. 
Very soon he had guite a lengthy list of names ; some 
others, if necessary, he could get from Selwood, whom 
he recognized as the cortege passed him by. So for 
the time being he dosed his note-book and drew back 
beneath the shade of a cypress-tree, respectfully 
watching. In the tail-end of the procession he knew 
nobody; it was made up, he guessed, of Jacob Hera- 
187 
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path *8 iLumeroiis cleAa from the estate offices, and 

But suddenly Triffltt saw a face in that procession. 
The owner of that face was not looking at Triffitt; 
he was staring quietly ahead, with the blaolc, grava 
demeanour which people affect when they go to 
funerals. And it was as well that he was not loot 
at Triffitt, for Triffitt, seeing that face, literally started 
and even jumped a little, feeling as if the earth be- 
neath him suddenly quaked. 

"Qad!" exclaimed Triffitt under his breath. "It 
is I It can't be! Gad, but I'm certain it is! Can't 
be mistaken — not likely I should ever foi^ him I" 

Then he took off the Trilby hat, which he had re- 
sumed after the coffin had passed, and he rubbed 
his head as men do when they are exceedingly be- 
wildered or puzzled. After wbieh he unobtrusively 
followed the procession, hovered about its fringes 
around the grave until the last rites were over, and 
eventually edged himself up to Selwood as the gather- 
ing was dispersing. He quietly touched Selwood'a 
sleeve. 

"Mr. Selwood 1" he whispered. "Just a word. I 
know a lot of these gentlemen — the M.P.'b and so on 
— ^but there are some I don 't know. Will you oblige 
me, nowT — ^I want to get a full list. Who are the 
two elderly gentlemen with Mr. Barthorpe Herapath 
— relatives, eht" 

"No — old personal friends," answered Sdwood, 
good-naturedly turning aside with the little reporter. 
"One is Mr. Tertius — Mr. J. C. Tertius — a very old 
friend of the late Mr. Herapath 's; the other is Mr. 
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Benjamin Halfpenny, the solicitor, also an old 
friend." 

"Oh, I know of hifi firm," said TrifBtt, busily 
scribbling. "Halfpenny and Farthing, of course — • 
odd combination, isn't itf And that barly gentle- 
man behind them, now — who's he!" 

"That's Professor Coi-Raythwaite, the famons 
scientist," answered Selwood. "He's eiIso an old 
friend. The gentleman he's speaking to is Sir Cor- 
nelios Debenfaam, chairman of the World Alliance 
ABSociation, with which Mr. Herapatb was connected, 
you know." 

"I know — I know," answered TrifBtt, still bui^. 
"Those two behind him, now — ^middle-aged parties t" 

"One's Mr. Frankton, the manager, and the other's 
Mr. Charlwood, the cashier, at the estate office," re- 
plied Selwood. 

"They'll go down in staff and employees," said 
Triffltt. "Urn — I've got a good list. By the by, 
who's the gentleman across there — just going up to 
the grave — the gentleman who looks like an actor t 
Is he an actor t" 

"Thatt Ohl" answered Selwood. "No — that's 
Mr. Frank Barcbill, who used to be Mr. Herapath's 
secretary — my predecessor." 

"Oh!" responded Triffitt. He had caught sight of 
Carver a few yards off, and he hurried his notebook 
into his pocket, and bustled off. "Much obliged to 
yon, Mr. Selwood," he said with a grin. "Even we 
with all our experience, don't know everybody, yoa 
know — many thanks." He hastened over to Carver 
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who W8S alBo busy penciUiDg, and drew him away into 
the shelter of a particularly large and ugly monu- 
ment. "I say!" he whispered. "Here's something 1 
Shove that book away now — I 're got all the names— 
and attend to me a minute. Don't look too obtru- 
sively — but do you see that chap — looks like an actor 
— who is just coming away from the graveside — ^tall, 
well-dressed chapt" 

Carver looked across. His face lighted ap. 

"I know that man," he said. "I've seen him at the 
club — he's been in once or twice, though he's not a 
member. He does theatre stuff for the Magnet. Hia 
name's Bnrchill." 

TrifStt dropped hia friend's arm. 

"Oh!" he said. "So you know him — by sight, 
anyhow f And his name's Burchill, ebT Very good. 
Let's get." 

He walked Carver out of the cemetery, down th« 
Harrow Road, and turned into the saloon bar of the 
first tavern that presented itself. 

"I'm going to have some ale and some bread and 
cheese," he observed, "and if you'll follow suit, Car- 
ver, we'll sit in that corner, and 111 tell you some- 
thing that'll make your hair curl. Two nice platea 
of bread and cheese, and two large tankards of your ' 
best bitter ale, if you please," he continued, approach- 
ing the bar and ringing a half-crown on it. "Yea, 
Carver, my son — that will curl your hair for you. 
And," he went on, when they had carried their sim- 
ple provender over to a quiet comer, "about that 
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chap now known as Burchill — BurchiU, Mr. — Frank 
— Bnrchill; late secretary to the respected gentleman 
whose mortal remains have just been laid to rest. 
Ah!" 

"What's the mystery!" asked Carver, setting down 
his tankard. "Seems to be one, anyway. What 
abont BurchiU f" 

"Speak his name softly," answered Triffitt. "Well, 
my son, I suddenly saw — him — this morning, and I 
jnst as suddenly remembered that I'd seen him be- 
fore!" 

"Tou had, eht" said Carver. "Wheret" 

Triffitt sank his voice to a still lower whisper. 

"Where!" he said. "Where! Id the dock!" 

Carver arrested the progress of a lump of bread 
and cheese and turned in astonishment. 

"In the dockT" he exclaimed. "That ehapt Good 
heavens I When — where 1 ' ' 

"It's a longish story," answered Triffitt. "But 
you've got to hear it if we're going into this thing — 
as we are. Know, then, that I have an aunt — Eliza. 
My aunt — maternal aunt — Eliza is married to a highly 
respectable Scotsman named Kierley, who runs a flour- 
mill in the ancient town of Jedbnrgh, which is in the 
' county of Roxburgh, just over the Border. And it's 
just about nine years (I can tell the exact date to a 
day if I look at an old diary) that Mr. and Mrs. 
Kierley were good enough to invite me to spend a 
few weeks in Bonnie Scotland. And the flrst nigbt 
of my arrival Kierley told me that I was in luck, for 
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fritliiD a day or two there was going to be a grand 
trial before the Lords Justiciar — Anglici, jndges. A 
trial of a man for murder I ' ' 

"Great Scott!" said Carver. "Marder, eht 
And" — be nodded his bead in the direction of the ad- 
jacent cemetery. "Him!" 

"Let me explain a few legal matters," said TrifBtt, 
disregarding the question. "Then you'll get the 
proper hang o£ things. In Scotland, law's different 
in procedure to ours. The High Court of Justiciary 
is fixed permanently at Edinburgh, but its judges go 
on circuit 80 many times a year to some of the prin- 
<upal towns, where they hold something like our own 
assizes. Usually, only one judge sits, bat in cases of 
special importance there are two, and two came to 
Jedburgh, this being a case of very special importance, 
and one that was aFousing a mighty amount of inter- 
est. It was locally known as the Kelpies' Qlen Case, 
and by that name it got into all the papers — we could 
find it, of course, in our own files. ' ' 

"111 turn it up," observed Carver. 

"By all means," agreed Triffitt; "but I'll give you 
an outline of it just now. Briefly, It was this. About 
eleven years ago, there was near the town of Jed- 
burgh a man named Ferguson, who kept an old- 
established school for boys. He was an oldish chap, 
married to a woman a good deal younger than him- 
self, and she had a bit of a reputatiim for being orer- 
fond of the wine of the country. According to what 
the Eierleys told me, old Fei^pison used to use the 
tawse on her sometimes, and they led a sort of cat- 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



THE SCOTTISH VERDICT 188 

and-dog life. Well, about the time I'm talking about, 
Ferguson got a new nndermasteT; lie only kept one. 
This chap was an EnglialunaD — ^name of Bentham — 
Francis Bentham, to give him his full patronymic, 
but I don't know where he came from — I don't think 
anybody did." 
"F. B., ehf" muttered Carver. "Same initials 

"Precisely," said Triffitt, "and— to anticipate — 
same man. Bat to proceed In due order. Old Fer- 
goBon died rather suddenly — but in quite an above- 
board and natural fashion, about six months after 
this Bentham came to him. The widow kept on the 
school, and retained Bentham 's services. And within 
half a year of the demise of her first husband, she 
took Bentham for her second." 

"Quick work I" remarked Carver. 

"And productive of much w^^ing of toi^ues, 
you may bet I" said Triffitt. "Many things were 
said — ^not all of them charitable. Well, this marriage 
didn't mend the lady's manners. She still continued, 
now and then, to take her drops in too generous meas- 
ure. Bomour had it that the suceeBBor to Ferguson 
followed his predecessor's example and eorrect«d bis 
wife in the good, old-fashioned way. It was said 
that the old cat-and-dog life was started again by 
(hese two. However, before they'd been married a 
year, the lady ended that episode by quitting life for 
good. She was found one night lying at the foot of 
the cliff in the Kelpies' Glen — ^with a broken neck." 

"Ahl" said Carver. "I begin to see." 
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"Now, tliat Kelpies' Glen," contmued Triffltt, 
"was a sort of ravine which lay between the town o£ 
Jedburgh and the Bchool. It waa traversed by a 
rough path which lay along the top of one side of 
it, amongst trees and crags. At one point, this path 
WEB on the very edge of a precipitous cliff; from that 
edge there was a sheer drop of some seventy or eighty 
feet to a bed of rocks down below, on the edge of a 
brawling stream. It was on these rocks that Mrs. 
Bentham's body was found. She was dead enough 
when she waa discovered, and the theory was that 
abe had come along the path above in a drunken con< 
dition, had fallen over the low railings which fenced 
it in, and so had come to her death." 

"Precisely," assented Carver, nodding his head 
with wise appreciation. "Her alcoholic tendencies 
were certainly useful factors in the case." 

"Just so— you take my meaning," agreed Triffltt 
"Well, at first nobody saw any reason to doubt this 
theory, for the lady had been seen slavering along 
that path more than once. But she had a brother, a 
canny Scot who was not over well pleased when he 
found that his sister — who had come into everything 
that old Fe^uson left, which was a comfortable bit 
—had made a will not very long before her death 
in which she left absolutely everything to her new 
husband, Francis Bentham. The brother began to 
inquire and to investigate — and to cut the story short, 
within a fortnight of his wife's death, Bentham was 
arrested and charged with her murder." 

"On what evidence t" asked Carver. 
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"Precious little!" answered Triffitt. "Indeed nest 
to none. Still, there waa aome. It was proved that 
he was absfflit ^m the boose for half an hoar or so 
abont the time that she woold be coming along tbat 
path; it was also proved that certain footprints in 
the elftf of the path were his. He contended that he 
bad been to look for her; he proved that he bad often 
been to look for her in tbat way ; moreover, as to tho 
footprints, he, like everybody in the house, eonstantlj; 
used tbat path in going to tba town." 

"Aye, to be sore;" said Carver. "He'd a good 
ease, I'm thinking." 

"He bad — and so I thought at the time," contin- 
ned Triffitt. "And so a good many Idks thought-' 
and they, and I, also thought something else, I can 
tell yon. I know what the verdict of the crowded 
coort would have been I" 

"Whatt" asked Carver. 

"Guilty!" exclaimed Triffitt. "And so fw as I'm 
concerned, I haven't a doubt that the fellow pushed 
her over the cliff. But opinion's neither here nor 
there. The only thii^ tbat mattered, my son, waa 
the jury 'a verdict!" 

"And the jury's verdict was — ^whatl" demanded 
Carver. 

TrifBtt winked into his empty tankard and set it 
down with a bang. 

"The jury's verdict, my boy," he answered, "was 
one that you can only get across the Border. It wa« 
'Not Proven'!" 
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TODNQ BKAINa 

Carrer, who had been listenii^ intently to the 
memory of a bygone event, pTisbed avay the remaina 
of his f mgal lonch, and shook his head as he drev 
oat a cigarette-eaBe. 

"By gad, Triff, old mani" he said. "If I'd been 
that chap I 'd rather have been hanged, I think. Not 
proren, eht — ^whewl That meant—" 

"Pretty much what the folk in coart and the mob 
OQtaide thought," asserted Triffitt. "That scene out- 
side, after the trial, is one of my liveliest recollec* 
tions. There was a big crowd there — chiefly women. 
"When they heard the verdict there was such yelling 
And hooting as yon never heard in your life I Tod 
see, they were all certain aboat the fellow's gnilt, 
and they wanted him to swing. If they conld have) 
got at him, they'd have lynched him. And do yon 
know, he actually had the cheek to leave the court 
by the front entrance, and show himself to that 
crowd ! Then there was a lively scene — stones and 
brickbats and the mud of the street began flying. 
Then the police waded in — and they gave Mr, Francis 
Bentham pretty dearly to understand that there must 
be no going 'home for him, or the folks would pull his 
roof over bis head. And th^ forced him back into 
136 



b, Google 



YOUNG BBAINS 187 

the court, and got liim away out of the town on the 
qniet — and I reckon he 'a never diown his face in that 
quarter of the globe since." 

"That Willi" asked Carver. "Did it stand good 
— did he get the woman's money f" 

"He did. My annt told me afterwards that he 
employed some local solicitor chap — ^writera, as they 
call 'em there — ^to wind everything up, convert every- 
thing into cash, for him. Oh, yea 1" concluded Triffitt. 
"Be got the estate, right enough. Not an awful lot, 
you know — a thousand or two — perhaps three — ^but 
enough to go adventuring with elsewhere." 

"You're sure this is the mant" asked Carver. 

"As certain as that I'm myself I" answered Triffltt. 
"Couldn't mistake him — even if it is nine years ago. 
It's true I was only a nipper then — raxteen or so — 
hot I'd all my wits about me, and I was so taken with 
him in the dock, and with his theatrical bearing there 
— ^he's a fine hand at posing — ^that I couldn't forget 
or mistake him. Oh, he's the manl I've often woa< 
dered what had become of him." 

"And now you find ont that he's up till recently 
been secretary to Jacob Herapath, M.P., and is just 
now doing dramatic criticism for the Magnet," ob- 
served Carver. "Well, Triffitt, what do you make 
of itt" 

Triffitt, who had filled and lighted an old briar- 
wood pipe, puffed solemnly and thonghtfolly for a 
while. 

"Well," he said, "nobody can deny that there's 
a deep mystery about Jacob Herapath 's death. And 
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knowing what I do about this Bentham or BnrdiiU, 
and that he's recently been secretary to Jacob Hera- 
path, I'd just libe to know a lot more. And — I mean 
to I" 

"Got any plan of campaign t" asked Carver. 

"I have!" affinned Triffitt with sublime confidence. 
"And it's this — I'm going to dog thia thing out until 
I can go to our boas and tell him that I can force 
the hands of the police! For the police are keeping 
something dark, my son, and I mean to find out what 
it is. I got a qnencher this morning from our news 
editor, but it 11 be the last When I go back to the 
office to write out this stuff, I'm going to have that 
extremely rare thing with any of our lot — an inter- 
view with the old man." 

"Gad! — I thought your old man was unapproach- 
able!" exclaimed Carver. 

"To all intents and purposes, be is," assented 
Triffitt. "But 111 see him— and today. And after 
that — but you 11 see. Now, as to you, old mui. 
You're coming in with me at this, of coarse — ^not on 
behalf of your paper, but on yoor own. Work np 
with me, and if we're succeesful, III prom^ you a 
post on the Argvs that 11 be worth three times what 
you're getting now. I know what I'm talking about 
— unapproachable as our guv 'nor is, I've sized him 
up, and if I make good in this affair, hell do anything 
I want. Stick to TrifBtt, my son, and TrifBttll see 
you all serene!" 

"B.ight-oh!" aaid Carver, "I'm on. Well, and 
what am I to do, flrstt" 
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"Two things," responded Triffitt "One of 'em's 
easy, and can be done at once. Qet me — diplomat- 
ically — this man BurchiU's, or Bentham's, present ad 
dress. You know some Magnet chaps — get it ont oC 
them. Tell 'em you want to ask BurchiU's adrice 
about some dramatic stuff — say you 've written a play 
and you're so impr^secl by his criticisms that you'd 
like to take his counsel." 

"I can do that," replied Carver. "As a matter 
of fact, I'yc got a real good farce in my desk. And 
the next!" 

"The next is — try to find out if there's any taxi- 
cab driver around the Portman Square district who 
took a fare resembling old Herapath from anywhere 
about there to Kensington on the night of the mur- 
der," said Triffitt. "There most be some chap who 
drove that man, and if we've got any brains about ua 
we can find him. If we find him, and can get hin^ 
to talk — ^well, we shall know something." 

"It'll mean money," observed Carver, 

"Never mind," said Triffitt, confident as ever 
"If it comes off all right with oar boss, you needn'lj 
bother about money, my son I Now let's be going 
Fleet Street way, and I'll meet you tonight at the 
usual — say six o'clock." 

Arrived at the Argus office and duly seated at his 
own particular table, Triffitt, instead of proceeding 
to write out his report of the funeral ceremony of 
the late Jacob Herapath, M.P., wrote a note to his 
proprietor, which note he carefully sealed and marked 
"Private." He carried this off to the great man's 
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cobfidentisl secretary, wbo stared at it and lum. 

"I suppose this really is of a private natuieT" he 
asked so^icionBly. ' ' Toa know as weJl as I do tliat 
Mr. Markledewll make me stiff er if it isn't." 

"SoqI and honour, it's of the most private I" af- 
firmed TrifQtt, laying a hand on his heart "And ot 
the highest importance, too, sad 111 be eternally 
grateful if you'll put it before him as soon as yon 
can." 

The confidential Becretary took another look at 
Triffitt, and allowed himself to be relactantly coo- 
Tinced of his earnestness. 

"All right!" he said. "Ill shove it under hit 
nose when he comes in at four o'clock." 

TrifStt went back to his work, excited, yet elated. 
It was no easy job to get speech of Markledew. 
Markledew, as everybody in Fleet Street knew, was 
a man in ten thousand. He was not only sole pro- 
prietor of his paper, but its editor and manager, 
and he ruled his office and his employees with a rod 
of iron— chiefiy by silence. It was nsaally said o£ 
him that he never spoke to anybody nnless he was 
absolute obliged to do so — certain it was that all 
his orders to the various heads were given out pretty 
much after the fashion of a drill sergeant's o<Hn- 
mands to a squad ot well-trained, five-month recroitSf 
and that monosyllables were much more in his mouth 
than even brief admonitions and explanations. If 
anybody ever did manage to approach Markledew, it 
was always with fear and trembling. A big, heavy, 
lumbering man, with a face that might have been 
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carved out of granite, eyes that bored through an 
opposing brain, and a constant expression of abso- 
lute, yet watchful immobility, he was a trying person 
to tackle, and most men, when they did tackle him, 
felt OS if they might be talking to the Sphinx and 
wondered if the tightly-locked lips were ever going 
to open. But all men who ever had anj^hing to do 
with Markledew were well aware that, difficult as he 
was of access, you had only got to approach him with 
something good to be rewarded for your pains in 
full measure. 

At ten minutes past four Triffitt, who had just 
finished his work, lifted his head to see a messenger- 
boy fling open the door of the reporter's room and 
cast his eyes round. A shiver shot throi^h Triffltt's 
spine and went out of his toes with a final sting. 

"Mr. Markledew wanta Mr. TrifBtt!" 

Two or three other junior reporters who wars 
scribbling in the room glanced at TrifBtt as he leapt 
to obey the summons. They hastened to make kindly 
comments on this unheard-of episode in the day 's dull 
routine. 

"Pale as a fair young bride 1" sighed one. "Back 
up, TriflE!— he won't eat you." 

"I hear your knees knocking together, Triff," said 
another. "Brace yourself I" 

"Markledew," observed a third, "has decided to 
lay down the sceptre and to instal Triff in the duur 
of rule. Ave, Triffitt, Imperator! — be merciful to 
the rest of us." 

Triffitt consigned them to the nether regions and 
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hurried to tlie presence. The presence was busied 
with its secretary and kept Triffitt standing for two 
minutes, daring which space he recovered his breath. 
Then the presence waved away secretary and papers 
with one hand, turned its awful eyes ufwn him, and 
rapped out one word: 

"Now!" 

Triffitt breathed a fervent pr&yer to all his god^ 
summoned his resolution and his powers, and spoke. 
He endeavoured to aae as few words as possible, to be 
lucid, to make his points, to show what he wa^ after — 
and, driving fear away from him, he kept his own 
eyes steadily fixed on those penetrating organs which 
confronted him. And once, twice, he saw or thought 
he saw a light gleam of appreciation in those organs; 
once, he believed, the big head nodded as if in agree- 
ment. Anyhow, at the end of a quarter of an hour 
(unheard-of length for an interview with Markle- 
dew!) Triffitt had neither been tamed out nor sum- 
marily silenced; instead, he had come to what he felt 
to be a good ending of his pleas and his ai^uments, 
and the great man was showing signs of speech. 

' ' Now, attend ! ' ' said Markledew, impressively. 
"Ton'U go on with this. You 11 follow it up on the 
lines you surest. But you 11 print nothing except 
under my personal aupervision. Make certain of you? 
facts. Facts ! — understand ! Wait. ' ' 

He pulled a couple of slips of paper towards him, 
scribbled a line or two on each, handed them to 
Triffitt, and nodded at the door. 

"That'll do," he said. "When you want me, let 
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me know. And mind — you've got a fine chance, yoong 
man." 

Triffitt could have fallen on the carpet and kissed 
Markledew'B large boots. But knowing Markledew, 
he expressed hia gratitude in two words and a bow, 
and sped out of the room. Once outside, he hastened 
to send the all-powerful notes. They were short and 
sharp, like Markledew 's manner, but to TrifiGtt of an 
inexpresaible sweetness, and he walked on air as hs 
went off to other regions to present them. 

The news editor, who was by nature irascible and 
whom much daily worry bad rendered more so, glared 
angrily as Triffitt marched up to his table. He 
pointed to a slip of proof which lay, damp and stic^, 
close by. 

"You've given too much apace to that HerapatB 
funeral," he growled. "Take it away Uid out it 
down to three-quarters." 

Triffitt made no verbal answer. He flung Markle- 
dew's half-sheet of notepaper before the news editor, 
and the news editor, seeing the great man's sprawling 
caligraphy, read, wonderingly: — 

"Mr. Triffitt is released from ordinary duties to 
pursue (Ahers under my personal supervision. 
J. M." 

The news editor stared at Triffitt as if that young 
gentleman had suddenly become an archangel. 

"What's this meanT" he demanded. 

"Obvious — and sufSeient," retorted Triffitt. And 
he turned, hands in pockets, and strolled out, leaving 
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the proof lying iinlieeded. That was the first time 
he had scored o£E his news editor, and the experience 
was honey-like and intoxicating. His head was higher 
than ever aa he sought the cashier and handed Markle- 
dew's other note to him. The cashier read it over 
mechanically. 

"Mr. Triffitt is to draw what money he needs for 
a special purpose. He will account to me for it. 
J. M." 

The cashier calmly laid the order aside and looked 
at its deliverer. 

"Want any now!" he asked apathetically. "How 
mucht" 

"Not at present," relied TrifBtt "111 let yod 
know when I do." 

Then he went away, got hia overcpat, made a deri- 
sive and sphinx-like grin at his fellow-reporters, and 
left the offibe to find Carver. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

NAMELESS FEAB 

If Triffitt liad stayed in Kensal Green Cemetery 
a little longer, he would have observed that Mr. Frank 
Borchill's presence at the funeral obsequies of the 
late Jacob Herapath was of an eminently modest, un- 
assuming, and retiring character. He might, as an 
ex-secretary of the dead mac, have claimed to walk 
abreast of Mr. Selwood, and ahead of the manager and 
cashier from the estate office ; instead, he had taken a 
place in the rear ranks of the procession, and in it 
he remained until the close of the ceremony. Like 
the rest of those present, be defiled past the grave at 
which the chief mourners were standing, but he 
claimed no recognition from and gavo no apparent 
heed to any of them; certainly none to Barthorpe 
Herapath. Also, like all the rest, he went away at 
once from the cemetery, and after him, quietly and 
unobtrusively, went a certain sharp-eyed person who 
had also been present, not as a mourner, but in the 
character of a casilal stroUer about the tombs and 
monuments, attracted for the moment by the impos- 
ing cort^ which had followed the dead man to his 
grave. 

Another sharp-eyed person made it his business to 

145 
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follow Barthorpe Herapath when be, too, went away. 
Barthorpe had come to the ceremony unattended. 
Selwood, Mr Tertiua, Professor Coz-Raythwaite, and 
Mr. Hal^uny had come together. These four also 
went away together. Barthorpe, still alone, re-en- 
tered his carriage when they had driven off. The 
observant person of the sharp eyes, hanging around 
the gates, heard him give his order: 

"Portman Square!" 

The four men who had preceded him were standing 
in the study when Barthorpe drove np to the house 
— standing around Peg^e, who was obviously ill at 
ease and distressed. And when Barthorpe 's voice 
was heard in the hall, Mr. Halfpenny spoke in deci- 
sive tones. 

"We must understand matters at once," he said. 
"There is no use in heating about the hush. He has 
refused to meet or receive me so far — now I Ediall in- 
sist upon his saying plainly whatever he has to say. 
You, too, my dear, painful as it may be, must also 
insist." 

"On — whatt" asked Pe^e. 

"On his saying what he intends — if he intends-— 
I don't know what he intends!" answered Mr, Half- 
penny, testily. "It's most annoying, and we can't 

Barthorpe came striding in, paused as he glanced 
around, and affected surprise. 

"Oh!" he said. "I came to see you, Peggie — I 
did not know that there was any meetii^ in prog- 
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' ' Bartborpe ! ' ' aaid P^gie, looking earnestly at Mm. 
"YoQ know that all these gentlemen were Uncle 
Jacob's friends — dear frieocls — and they are mine. 
Don't go away — Mr. Halfpenny wants to speak to 
you." 

Barthorpe had already half turned to the door. 
He turned back — then turned again. 

"Mr, Halfpenny can only want to speak to me on 
business," he said, coldly. "If Mr. Halfpenny wants 
to speak to me on busineaaj he knows where to find 
me." 

He bad already laid a hand on the door when 
Mr. Halfpenny spoke sharply and sternly, 

"Mr. Bartborpe Herapath!" he said, "I know 
very well where to find yon, and I have tried to find 
you and to get speech with yon for two days — ^in vain, 
I insist, sir, that you speak to ub — or at any rate to 
yonr cousin — ^yon are bound to speak, sir, out of com- 
mon decency!" 

"About whatt" asked Barthorpe. "I came to 
speak to my cousin — ^in private." 

"There is a certain something, sir," retorted Mr. 
Halfpenny, with warmth, "about which we must 
speak in public — such a public, at any rate, as is 
represented here and now. You know what it is — 
yonr uncle's will!" 

"What about my uncle's will — or alleged willt" 
asked Barthorpe with a sneer. 

Mr, Halfpenny appeared to be about to make a 
very angry retort, but he suddenly checked himself 
and looked at Peggie. 
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"You hear, my dear!" he said. "He sayH — al- 
leged will!" 

Peggie tamed to Baithorpe with an appealing 
glance. 

"Barthorpel" she exclaimed. "la that fair — is it 
generoufit Is it just — to oar uncle's memoryf YoQ 
know that is his will — what doubt can there be about 

iti" 

Bartborpe made no answer. He still stood with 
one hand on the door, looking at Mr. Halfpenny, 
And suddenly he spoke. 

"What do you wish to ask mel" he said. 

"I wish to ask you a plain question," replied Mr. 
Halfpenny. "Do you accept this will, and are you 
going to act on your cousin's behalf! I want your 
plain answer." 

Barthorpe hesitated a moment before replying. 
Then he made as if to open the door. 

"I decline to discuss the matter of the alleged 
will," he answered. "I decline — especially," he con- 
tinued, lifting a finger and pointing at Mr. TertioB, 
"especially in the presence of that man!" 

"Barthorpel" exclaimed Pe^ie, flushing at the 
malevolence of the tone and gesture. "How dare 
you! In my house " 

Barthorpe suddenly laughed. Once again he turned 
to the door — and this time he opened it. 

"Just so— just so!" he said. "Your house, my 
dear cousin — according to the alleged will." 

"Which will be proved, sir," snapped out Mr. 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



NAMELESS FEAR 149 

Balfpenny. "As 7011 refuse, or seem to do so, I 
shall act for your coann — at once." 

Bartborpe opened the door wide, and as he crossed 
the threshold, turned and gave Mr. Halfpenny a swift 
glance. 

"ActI" he said. "Act! — if you can!" 

Then he walked out and shut the door behind him, 
and Mr. Halfpenny tnmed to the others. 

"The will most be proved at once," he said deci- 
aively. "Alleged — ^yon all heard him say allegedl 
That looks as if — via 1 My dear Tertina, yoa have no 
doubt whatever about the proper and valid execu- 
tion of this important document — ^now in my safe. 
Nonet" 

"How can I have any donbt about what I actually 
sawt" replied Mr. Tertiua. "I can't have any doubt, 
Halfpenny] I saw Jacob sign it; I signed it myself; 
I saw young Burchill sign it ; we all three saw each 
other sign. What more can one want!" 

"I must see this Mr. Burchill," remarked Mr. Half- 
penny. "I must see him at once. Unfortunately, he 
left no address at the place we called at. He will 
have to be discovered." 

F^gie coloured slightly as she turned to Mr. Half- 
penny. 

"Is it really necessary to see Mr. Burchill person- 
allyt" she asked with a palpable nervousness which 
etmek Selwood strangely. "Must he be found T" 

"Absolutely necessary, my dear," replied Mr. Half- 
penny. "He must be found, and at once." 
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Mr. Tertius attered an exclamation of annoyance. 

"Dear, dearl" he said. "I noticed the yonng man 
at the cemetery jast now — I ought really to have 
pointed him out to yon — most forgetful of met" 

"I have Mr. Barchill's address," said Peggie, with 
an effort. "He left his card here on the day of my 
uncle's death — ^the address is on it. And I pat it in 
this drawer," 

Selwood watched Peggie curiously, and with a 
BtrsQge, vague sense of uneasioese as she went over to 
a drawer in Jacob Herapath's desk and produced the 
card. He had noticed a slight tremor in her voice 
when ehe spoke of Burchill, and her face, up till then 
very pale, had coloured at the first mention of his 
name. And now he was asking himself why any ref- 
erence to this man seemed to disturb her, why— — ■ 

But Mr. Halfpenny cut in on his meditations. The 
old lawyer held up the card to the light and slowly 
read out the address. 

"Ah! Calengrove Mansions, Maida Vale," he said. 
"Um — quarter of an hour's drive, Tertius — ^you and 
I will go and see this young fellow at once." 

Mr. Tertius turned to Professor Cox-Raythwaite, 

"What do you think of this, Cox-Baythwaitel" he 
asked, almost piteously, "I mean — what do you 
think's best to be donet" 

The Professor, who had stood apart with Selwood 
during the episode which had just concluded, pulling 
his great beard and looking very big and black and 
formidable, jerked his thumb in the direction of the 
old lawyer. 
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"Do what Halfpenny sayB," he growled- "See 
this oth«r witness. And— bat here. 111 have a word' 
with you in the halL" 

ne said good-bye in a gruffly affectionate way to 
P^gie, patted her abonlder and her head as if she 
were a child, and followed the two other men out. 
Peggie, left alone with Selwood, tamed to him. 
There was something half-appealii« in her face, and 
Selwood suddenly drove his hands deep into his 
pockets, clenched them there, and pnt a tight hold 
on himself. 

"It's all different!" exclaimed Peggie, dropping 
into a chair and clasping her hands on her knees. 
"All so diflerentl And I fed so utterly helpless." 

"Scarcely that," said Selwood, with an effort to 
speak calmly. "Toa've got Mr. Tertius, and Mr. 
Halfpenny, and the Professor, and — and if there's 
anything — anything I can do, don't yoa know, why, 
I ■" 

Pe^e impalsively stretched ont a band — and Sel' 
wood, not trusting himself, affected not to see it. 
To take Peggie's hand at that moment would bare 
been to let loose a flood of words which he was re- 
solved not to utter just then, if ever. He moved 
across to the desk and pretended to sort and arrange 
some loose papers. 

"Well — all — all — do everything we can," he said, 
trying to keep any tremor out of his voice. "Every- 
thing you know, of course." 

"I know — and I'm grateful," said Peggie. "But 
I'm frightened." 
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Selwood tamed quickly and looked sharply at her. 

" Frightened I" he ezclumed. "Of whatt" 

"Of eometfaing that I cao't account for or realize," 
she replied. "I've a feeling that everything's all 
Wong — and etrange. And — I'm frightened of Hr. 
Bnrchill." 

"What!" snapped Selwood. He dropped the 
papers and tamed to face her sqaarely. "Frightened 
of— Burchill! Why!" 

"I — don't — know," she answered, shaking her 
head. "It's more an idea — something vagne. I was 
always afraid of him when he was here — I've been 
afraid of him ever since. I was very much afraid 
when he came here the other day." 

"Yoa saw himT" aaked Selwood. 

"I didn't see him. He merely sent up that card. 
Bnt," she added, "I was afraid even then." 

Selwood leaned back against the deak, regarding 
her attentively. 

"I don't think you're the sort to be afraid without 
reason," he said. "Of eonrse, if yon have reason, 
I 've no right to ask what it is. All the same, if this 
chap is likely to annoy you, you 've only to speak and 
— and " 

"Test" she said, smiling a little. "You'd •" 

"111 punch his head and break his neck for himl" 
growled Selwood. "And — and I wish yon'd say if 
you have reasons why I should. Has — has he annoyed 
yonl" 

"No," answered Peggie. She regarded Selwood 
steadily for a minute; then she spoke with sadden 
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impulfle. "When he was here," she said, "I mean 
before he left my uncle, he asked me to marry him." 

Selwood, in spite of himself, could not keep a hot 
flush from mounting to his cheek. 

"And — ^youl" he said. 

"I said no, of coarse, and he took my answer and 
went quietly away," replied Pe^ie. "And that— - 
that's why I'm frightened of him." 

"(3ood heavens I Why!" demanded Selwood. "I 
don't understand. Frightened of him because he 
took his answer, went away quietly, and hasn't an- 
noyed you Hincet That — I say, that licks me!" 

"Perhaps," she said. "But, you see, you don't 
know him. It's gust because of that^-that quiet — 
that — oh, I don't quite know how to explain I — that 
' — well, silence — ^that I 'm afraid — ^yes, literally afraid. 
There's something about him that makes me fear, I 
used to wish that my uncle had never employed him 
— ^that he had never come here. And — I *d rather be 
penniless than that my uncle had ever got him— 
him! — to witness that will I" 

Selwood found no words wherewith to answer this. 
He did not understaad it. Nevertheless he presently 
found words of another sort. 

"All right!" he muttered doggedly. "I'll watch 
him — or, 111 watch that he — that — ^well, that no harm" 
comes to — you know what I mean, don't you!" 

"Yes," murmured Peggie, and once more held out 
an impulsive hand. But Selwood again pretended to 
see nothing, and he began another enei^tic assault 
npon the papers which Jacob Herapath would never 
handle again. 
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Once irithm a taxi-cab and on their way to Maida 
Yale, Mr. Halfpenny turned to his companion with 
a shake of the head which implied a mnch mixed state 
of feeling. 

"TertinsI" he exclaimed. "There's something 
wrong! Quite apart from what we know, and from 
what we were able to communicate to the police, there's 
something wrong, I feel it — it's in the air, the — the 
whole atmosphere. That fellow Barthorpe is up to 
some game. What! Did you notice his manner, his 
attitude — everything! Of course! — who could help 
it! He — has some scheme in his head. Again I say 
—what!" 

Mr. Tertius stirred uneasily in his seat and shook 
lua head. 

"You haven't heard anything from New Scotland 
Yard!" he asked. 

"Nothing — so far. But they are at work, of course. 
Theyll work in their own way. And," continued 
Mr. Halfpenny, with a grim chuckle, "yon can be 
certain of this much, Tertius — having heard what we 
were able to tell them, having seen what we were 
able to put before them, with respect to the doings of 
that eventful night, they won't let Master Barthorpe 
164 
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OQt of their ken — not they I It is best to let them 
porsne their own iuvest^ations in their own manner 
—they'll let us know what's been done, sure enough, 
at the right time." 

"Yes," assented Mr. Tertina. "Yes— so I gather 
—I am not very conversant with these things. I con- 
fess there 'b one thing that puzzles me greatly thoagh, 
Halfpenny. That's the matter of the man who came 
out of the House of Commons with Jacob that night. 
You remember that the coachman. Mountain, told us 
— and said at the inquest also — that he overheard 
what Jacob said to that man — "The thing must be 
done at once, and you must have everything ready 
for me at noon tomorrow,* or words to that effect. 
Now that man must be somewhere at hand — he must 
have read the newspapers, know all about the inquest 
— ^why doesn't he come forward 1" 

Mr. Halfpenny chuckled again and patted bis 
friend's arm. 

"Ah!" he said. "But you don't know that he 
hasn't come forward I The probability is, Tertios, 
that he has come forward, and that the people at 
New Scotland Yard are already in possession of what- 
ever story he had to tell. Oh, yes, I quite expect that 
— I also expect to hear, eventually, another piece of 
news in relation to that man." 

"What's that?" asked Mr. Tertius. 

"Do you remember that, at the inquest. Mountain, 
the coachman, said that there was another hit of 
evidence he had to give which he'd forgotten to tell 
Mr. Barthorpe when he questioned himt Mountain" 
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— continaed Mr. Halfpenny — "went on to say that 
while Jacob Herapath and the man Btood talking in 
Palace Yard, before Jacob got into his brougham, 
Jacob took some object from his waistcoat pocket 
and handed it, with what looked like a letter, to the 
mant Eht" 

"I ranember very well," replied Mr. Tertins. 

"Very good," said Mr. Halfpenny. "Now I be- 
lieve that object to have been the key of Jacob's safe 
at the Safe Deposit, which, yon remember, conld not 
be foond, bnt which yoong Selwood affirmed had been 
in Jacob's possesBion only that afternoon. The let- 
ter I believe to have been a formal anthority to the 
Safe Deposit people to allow the bearer to open that 
safe. I've thought all that oat," concluded Mr. Half- 
penny, with a smile of triumph, "thought it out care- 
fully, and it's my impression that that's what we 
shall And when the police move. I believe that man 
has revealed himself to the police, has told them — 
whatever it is he has to tell, and that his story prob- 
ably throws a vast flood of light on the mystery. So 
I say — ^let as not at present concern ourselves with 
the actual murder of our poor friend: the police will 
ferret that out! What we're concerned with is — ^the 
will! That will, Tertius, most be proved, and at 
<ttice." 

"I am as little conversant with legal matters as 
with police procedure," observed Mr. Tertius. "What 
is the exact course, now, in a case of this sortf " 

"The exact procedure, my dear air," replied Mr. 
Halfpenny, dropping into his best legal manner, and 
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patting the tips of his warmly-gloved fingers t(^etlier 
in front of Ms well-filled overcoat, "the exact pro- 
cedure is as follows. Barthorpe Herapath ia with* 
ont doubt the heir-at-law of hia deceased uncle, Jacob 
Herapath. If Jacob had died intestate Barthorpe 
would have taken what we may call everything, for 
his uncle's property ia practically all in the shape of 
real estate, in comparison to whidi the personalty is 
a mere nothing. Bnt there is a will, leaving every- 
thing to Margaret Wynne. If Barthorpe Herapath 
intends to contest the l^ality of that wiU " 

"Good heavens, is that possible t" ezdaimed Mr. 
Tertiua. "He can't!" 

"He can — if he wishes," replied Mr, Halfpenny, 
"thoi^h at present I don't know on what possible 
grounds. But, if he does, he can at once enter a 
caveat in the Probate Bt^istry. The effect of that— 
supposing he does it — ^will be that when I take the 
will to be proved, pn^ess will be stopped. Very 
well — I shall then, fallowing the ordinary practice 
issue and serve upon Barthorpe Herapath a document 
technically known as a 'warning.' On service of this 
warning, Barthorpe, if be insists upon hia opposition, 
mnst enter an appearance. There will then be an 
opportonily for debate and attempt at agreement be- 
tween him and ourselves. If that fails, or does not 
take place, I shall then issue a writ to establish the 
will. And that being done, why, then, my dear sir, 
the proceedings — ah, the proceedings would follow — 
substantially — the — er — ^nsual course of litigation in 
this country." 
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"And that," asked Mr. Tertins, deeply interested 
and wholly innocent, "that would be V 

"Well, there are two parties in this case — suppoBed 
case," continued Mr. Halfpenny, "Barthorpe Hera- 
path, Mai^aret Wynne. After the iasne of the writ 
I hare juat spoken of, each party would put in his or 
her pleas, and the matter would ultimately go to trial 
in the Probate Division of the High Court, most likely 
before a judge and a special jury." 

"And how long would all this tahet" asked Mr. 
Tertins. 

"^l — ^um!" replied Mr. Halfpenny, tapping the 
tips of his gloves together. "That, my dear sir, is 
a somewhat difficult question to answer. I believe 
that all readers of the newspapers are aware that 
our Law Courts are somewhat congested — the cause 
lists are very full. The time which must elapse be- 
fore a case can actually come to trial varies, my dear 
Tertius, varies enormously. But if — as in the matter 
we are supposing would probably be the case — if all 
the parties concerned were particularly anxious to 
have the case disposed of without delay, the trial 
might be arrived at within three or four months — that 
is, my dear sir, if the Long Vacation did not inter- 
vene. Bat — speaking generally — a better, more usual, 
more probable estimate would be, say six, seven, eight, 
or nine months." 

"So long*" exclaimed Mr. Tertius. "I thor^ht 
that justice was neither denied, sold, nor delayedl" 

"Justice is never denied, my good friraid, nor is it 
sold," replied Mr. Halfpenny, oracularly. "As to 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



THE LAW 169 

delay, ah, well, yoa know, if people will be litigants 
• — and I assure yoa that nothing is so pleasing to a 
very large number of extraordinary persons who sim- 
ply love litigation — a little delay cannot be avoided. 
However, we will hope that we shall have no litiga- 
tion. Oar present job is to get that will proved, and 
so far I see no difficulty. There is the wUl — we have 
the witnesses. At least, there are yoa, and we're hop- 
ing to see t 'other in a few minutes. By the by, Ter- 
tius, what sort of fellow is this Barchilll" 

Mr. Tertius considered his answer to this question. 

"Well, I hardly know," he said at laat "Of 
course, I have rarely seen much of Jacob's secretaries. 
This man — he's not quite a youngster, Halfpenny — ■ 
struck me as being the sort of person who mig^t be 
dangerous." 

"Ah!" exclaimed Mr. Halfpenny, "Dangerouat 
God bless me I Now, in what way, Tertius t" 

"I don't quite know," replied Mr. Tertius. "H^ 
somehow, from what 1 saw of him, suggested, I reaUy 
don't know how, a certain atmosphere of, eay — I'm 
trying to find the right words— cunning, subtlety, 
depth. Tes — ^yea, I should say he was what we com- 
monly call — or what is commonly called in vulgar 
parlance — deep. Deep I * ' 

' ' You mean — designing T ' ' suggested Mr. Half- 
penny. 

"Exactly — designing," assented Mr. Tertius. "It 
— it was the sort of idea he conveyed, you know." 

"Don't like the sound of him," said Mr. Halfpenny, 
"However, he's the second witness and we must pot 
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up with the fact. And here we are at these Galen 
grove Mansions, and let's hope we haven't a hondred 
infernal steps to climb, and that we find the fellow 
in." 

The fellow was in. And the fellow, who had now 
discarded hia monming snit for the purple and fine 
linen which suggested Bond Street, was jnst about 
to go out, and was in a great hurry, and said bo. He 
listened with obvious impatience while Mr. Tertius 
presented his companion. 

"I wished to see yon about the will of the deceased 
Jacob Herapath, Mr. Bnrchill," said Mr. Halfpenny 
"The will which, of course, you witnessed." 

BorchiU, who was gathering HOme books and papers 
t(«ether, and had already apologized for not being 
able to ask his callers to sit down, answered in an off- 
hand, bustling fashion. 

"Of course, of course!" he replied. "Mr, Jacob 
Herapath 's will, eht Oh, of coarse, yes. Anything 
I can do, Mr. Halfpenny, of course — ^perhaps you'l 
drop me a line and make an appointment at your 
office some day — thffli III call, d'you see! 

"You remember the occasion, and the will, and your 
signature t " said Mr. Halfpenny, contriving to give 
Mr. Tertius a nudge as he pat this direct qaestion. 

"Oh, I remember everything that ever happened in 
connection with my secretaryship to Mr. Jacob Hera* 
path!" replied Burehill, still bustling. "I shall be 
ready for anything whenever I'm wanted, Mr, Half- 
penny — ^pleased to be of service to the family, I'm 
sore. Now, yoa must really pardon me, gentlemen, 
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if I hurry 70a and myself out — I Ve a most important 
engagement and I'm late already. As I said — drop 
me a line for an appointment, Mr. Halfpenny, and 111 
come to you. Now, good-bye, good-bye!" 

He had got them out of his flat, shaken hands with 
them, and hurried off before either elderly gentleman 
could get a word in, and as be flew towards the stairs 
Mr. Halfpenny looked at Mr. Tertins and ahoob his 
head. 

"That beggar didn't want to talk," he said. "I 
don't like it." 

"But he said that he rememberedl" ezclumed Mr. 
Tertins. "Wasn't that satisfactory!" 

"Anything bnt satisfactory, the whole thing," re- 
plied the old lawyer. "Didn't you notice that the 
man avoided any direct reply! He said 'of coarse' 
about a hundred times, and was as ambiguous, and 
non-committal, and Tagne, as he conld be. My dear 
Tertins, the fellow was fencii^!" 

Mr. TertiuB looked deeply distressed. 

"Ton don't think " he began. 

"I might think a lot when I begin to think," said 
Mr. Halfpenny as they slowly descended the etaira 
from the desert soUtude of the top floor of Galengrove 
Mansions. "But there's one thought that strikes m^ 
jost now— do you remember what Burohill's old land- 
lady at Upper Seymour Street told ust" 

"That Barthorpe Herapath had been to inquire 
for Burehillt — yes," replied Mr. Tertius. "You're 
wondering— ' ' 

"I'm wondering if, since then, Barthorpe ha^ 
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found him," said Mr. Halfpenny. "H he has — if 
there have been passages between them — ^if " 

He paused half-way down the stairs, atood for a 
moment or two in deep thought and then laid his 
hand on hia friend's arm. 

"Tertiusl" he said gravely. "That will must be 
presented for probate at once ! I most lose no time 
C(Hne along — let me get back to my office and get to 
work. And do yoa go back to Portman Square and 
give the little woman your company." 

Mr. Tertius went back to Portman Square thera 
and then, and did what he could to make the gloomy 
house less gloomy. Instead of retreating to hia own 
solitude he remained with Peggie, and tried to cbeex 
her np by discossing various plans and matters of the 
future. And he was taking a quiet cap of tea with 
her at five o'clock when Kitteridge came in with A 
tel^ram for him. He opened it with trembling fin- 
gers and read: 

"Barthorpe entered caveat in Probate Registry 
at half-pait three this afternoon. — Halfpenny." 
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THB BOSEWOOD BOX 

Mr. Tertius dropped the telegram on the little 
table at which be and Peggie were sitting, and be- 
trayed his feelings with a deep groan. Peggie, who 
waa joHt about to give him his second enp of tea, 
set down her teapot and jomped to his aide. 

' Oh, what is it 1 " she exclaimed. ' ' Some bad news t 
Please—" 

Mr. Tertius palled himself together and tried to 
Bmile. 

"Ton must forgive me, my dear," he aaid, with a 
feeble attempt to speak cheerily. "I — ^the truth is, 
I think I have lived in such a state of ease and — ^yea, 
luxury, for so many years that I am not capable of 
readily bearing these trials and troubles. I'm 
ashamed of myself — I must be braver — not so easily 
affected. ' ' 

"But — the i«legramt" said Peggie. 

Mr, Tertins handed it to her with a dismal shake of 
his head. 

"I suppose it's only what was to be expected, after 
all that Halfp^ny told me this afternoon," he re- 
marked. "But I scarcely thought it would occur so 
soon. My dear, I am afraid you must prepare your- 
self for a great deal of unpleasantness and worry, 
163 
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Toar conain seems to be determined to give mach 
trouble. Eztraordinaiy! — ^most eztraordiuary I My 
dear, I confess I do not understand it." 

Fegg:ie had picked up the tel^ram and vas read- 
ing it vith knitted brow. 

" 'Barthorpe entered caveat in Probate Begistiy 
at half-past three this aftemo<m,"' she slowly re- 
peated. "But what does that mean, Mr. Tertiost 
Something to do with the willt" 

"A great deal to do with the will, I fear!" replied 
Mr. Tertins, lugubriously. "A caveat, my dear, is 
some sort of process — I'm sure I don't know whether 
it's given by word of mouth, or if it's a document — 
by which the admissioQ to probate of a dead person's 
last will and testament can be stopped. In plain lan- 
guage," continued Mr. Tertins, "your cousin Bar- 
thorpe has been to the Probate Registry and done 
something to prevent Mr. Halfpenny from proving 
the will. It is a wicked action on his part — and, con- 
sidering that he is a solicitor, and that he saw the 
will with his own eyes, it is, as I have previously re- 
marked, most extraordinary!" 

"And all this means — what!" aaked Peggie. 

"It means that there will be legal proceedings," 
groaned Mr. Tertius. "Long, tedious, most annoying 
and trying proceedings! Perhaps a trial — we may 
have to go to court and give evidence. I dread it I^ 
I am, as I said, so used to a life of ease and freedom 
from anxiety that anything of this sort distresses me 
unspeakably. I fear I am degenerating into cow- 
ardice!" 
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"Nonsense!" said Peggie. "It is merely that this 
sort of thing is disturbing. And we are not going to 
be afraid of Barthorpe. Bartborpe is very foolish. 
I meant — alwayB have meant, ever ^nce I heard about 
the will — to share with him, for there's no law against 
that. But if Barthorpe wants to npset the will alto- 
gether and claim everything, I shall fight him. And 
if I win — as I suppose I shall — I shall make him do 
penance pretty heavily before he's forgiven. How- 
ever, that 'a all in the future. What I don't nnder^ 
stand about the present ia — how can that will be up- 
set f Mr. Halfpenny says it's duly and properly 
executed, witnessed, and so on — how can Barthorpe 
object to it!" 

Mr. Tertios put down his cup and rose. 

"Tour cousin, Barthorpe, my dear, is, I regret to 
say, a deep man," he replied. "He has some scheme 
in his head. This," he went on, picking up the tele- 
gram and placing it in his pocket, "this is the first 
step in that scheme. WeU, it is perhaps a relief to 
know that he has taken it : we shall now know whei« 
we are and what has to be done." 

"Quite 80," said Peggie. "But there is another 
matter, Mr. Tertius, which seems to be forgotten in 
this of the will. Pr^, what is Barthorpe doing, what 
is anybody doing, about solving the mystery of my 
uncle's deathi Ever^Aody says he was murdered — 
who is doing anything to find the murderert" 

Mr. Tertius, who had advanced as far as the door 
on his way out of the room, came back to Peggie's 
aids in a fashion suggestive of deep mystery, walking 
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on the tips of his toe6 and putting a finger to his lips 
as he drew near his chair. 

"i/ty dear!" he said, bending dovn to her and 
speaking In a tone fully as indicative of mysiBTj aa 
his tip-toe movement, "a great deal is being dono-^ 
but in the Btrietest secrecy 1 Most important investi- 
gations, my dear ! — the police, the detective police, yoa 
know. The word at present — to put it into one word, 
vnlgST, but expressive — the word is *Mum'l Silence, 
my dear — ^the policy of the mole — ondergronnd work- 
ing, yoa know. From what I am aware of, and 
from what our good friend Halfpenny tells me, and 
believes, I gather that a result will be attained which 
will be surprising." 

"So long as justice is done," remarked Pe^e 
"That is all I want — all we ought to aim at. I don't 
care twopence about surprising or sensational dis- 
coveries — I want to see my uncle's murderer properly 
punished, ' ' 

She shed a few more quiet tears over Jacob Hera- 
path 's untoward fate when Mr. Tertius had left her 
and fell to thinking about him. The thoughts which 
came presently led her to go to the dead man's room 
— a simple, spartan-like chamber which she had not 
entered fflnce his death. She had a vague sense of 
wanting to be brought into touch with him through 
the things which had been his, and for a while she 
wandered aimlessly about the room, laying a hand 
now and then on the objects which she knew he must 
have handled the last time he had occupied the rooni 
— ^his toilet articles, the ea^ chair in which he alw(^ 
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Bat for a few minutes every night, reading a littla 
before goii^ to bed, the garments which hung in bis 
wardrobe, anything on which his fingers had rested. 
And as she wandered about she noted, not for the 
first nor the hundredth time, how Jacob Herapath had 
gathered about him in this room a number of objects 
connected with his youth. The very fumitore, sim- 
ple, homely stuff, had once stood in his mother's bed- 
room in a small cottage in a far-o£f country. On the 
walls were portraits of his father and mother — ■enjds 
things painted by some local artist; there, too, were 
some samplers worked by his mother in her girlhood, 
flanked by some faded groups of flowers which she 
had painted about the same time. Jacob Herapath 
had brought all these things to his grand house in 
Portman Square years before, and had cleared a 
room of fine modem furniture and fittings to make 
space for them. He bad often said to Peggie, when 
she grew old enough to understand, that he liked to 
wake in a morning and see the old familiar things 
about him which he had known as a child. For ona 
object in that room he had a special veneration and 
affection — an old rosewood workbox, which had be- 
loi^ed to his mother, and to h^ mother before her. 
Once he bad allowed Pe^^e to inspect it, to take 
from it the tray lined with padded green silk, to exam- 
ine the various nooks and comers contrived by the 
eighteenth-century cabinetmaker — some disciple, may- 
be, of Chippendale or Sheraton — to fit the tarnished 
silver thimbles on to her own fingers, to wonder at 
the knick-knacks of a departed age, and to laugh over 
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the scent of rose and lavender which hung about the 
Bkeins and apools. And he had told her that when he 
died the rosewood box should be hers — as long as ha 
lived, he said, it must stand on his chest of drawer^ 
so that he coald see it at least twice a day. 

Jacob Herapath was dead now, and buried, and 
the rosewood box and eveiything else that had been 
his had passed to Peggie — aa things were, at any rate. 
She presently walked up to the queer old chest of 
drawers, and drew the rosewood box towards her and 
lifted the lid. It was years unce Jacob had ^own it 
to her, and she remembered the childish delight with 
which she had lifted out the tray which lay on the 
top and looked into the various compartments be- 
neath it. Now she opened the box again, and lifted 
the tray — and there, lying bold and uncovered be- 
fore her eyes, she saw a letter, inscribed with one word 
in Jacob Herapath 's well-known handwriting — 
"Peggie." 

If Ja<v>b Herapath himself had suddenly appeared 
before her in that quiet room, the girl could scarcely 
have felt more keenly the strange and subtle fear 
which seized upon her as she realized that what she 
was staring at was probably some message to herself. 
It was some time before she dared to lay hands on 
this message — when at last she took the letter oat of 
the box her fingers trembled so much that she found a 
diflaenlty in opening the heavily-sealed envelope. But 
she calmed herself with a great effort, and carryii^ 
the half-sheet of note-paper, which she drew from its 
cover, over to the window, lifted it in the fading light 
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and read the few lines which Jacob Herapath had 
fiorawled there. 

"If anything ever happens suddenly to me, my 
will, duly executed and witnessed by Mr. Tertiufl 
and Mr. Frank Burchill, is in a secret drawer of my 
old bureau which lies behind the third small drawer 
on the right-hand aide. "Jacx)b Hebapath." 

That was aU — b^ond a date, and the date was a 
recent one. "If anything ever happens suddenly"— 
had he then felt some fear, experienced any premoni- 
tion, of a sndden happening f Why had he nerer 
said anything to her, why T 

But Peggie realized that such questions were use- 
less at that time — ^that time was pre-eminently one of 
action. She pot the letter back in the rosewood box, 
took the box in her arms, and carrying it ofl to her 
own room, locked it np in a place of security. And 
that had scarcely been done when Kitteridge came 
seeking her and bringing with him a card : Mr. Frank 
Burchill 's card, and on it scribbled a single line: 
"Will yon kindly give me a few minntesf " 

Peggie considered this request in one flash of 
thought, and turned to the butler. 

"Where is Mr. BurehiUt" she asked. "In the 
study t Very well, I will come down to him in a few 
minutes." 

She made a mighty effort to show herself calm, 
collected, and indifferent, when she presently went 
down to the study. But she neither shook hands 
with the caller, nor asked him to sit; instead die 
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marched acrtas to the hearthrug and r^arded him 
fcom a distance. 

"Yee, Mr, BarchiIlt"Hhe said quietly. "Ton widi 
to see met'* 

She looked him over steadily as she spoke, and 
noted a certain air of calm self-assorance abont him 
which Btrack her with a vagoe uneasiness. He was 
too easy, too quiet, too entirely bufiinesalike to be 
free from danger. And the how which he gave her 
was, to her thinking, the height of false artifice. 

"I wished to see you and to speak to you, with 
your permission," he answered. "I beg you to be- 
lieve that what I have — ^what I desire to say is to be 
said by me with the deepest respect, the most sincere 
consideration. I have your permission to speakt 
Then I b^ to ask you if — I speak with deep corav 
tesyl — if the answer which yon made to a certain 
question of mine some time ago is — ^was — ^is to be— 
final*" 

"So final that I am surprised that you should refer 
to the matter," replied Pe^ie. "I told yon so at the 

"Circumstances have changed," he said. "I am 
at a parting of the ways in life's journey. I wish to 
know — definitely — which way I am to take, A ray 
of guiding light from you ■" 

"There wiU be none!" said Peggie sharply. "Not 
a gleam. This is waste of time. If that is all you 
have to say " 

The door of the study opened, and Selwood, who 
was still engaged about the house, came in. He 
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paused on the threshold, staring from one to the other, 
and made as if to withdraw. But P^gie openly 
smiled on him. 

"Come in, Mr. Selwood," she said. "I was just 
going to ask Eitteridge to find yon. I want to see 
both you and Mr. Tertioa." 

Then she turned to BnrchiU, who stood, a well- 
posed figure in his fine raiment, still watching her, 
and made him a frigid bow. 

"There is no more to say on that point — at any 
time," she said quietly. "Good di^. Mr. Selwood, 
will you ring the bellT" 

Burchill executed another profound and self-pos- 
sessed bow. He presently foUowed the footman from 
the room, and Peggie, for the first time aince Jacob 
Herapath's death, suddenly let her face relax and 
burst into a hearty laugh. 
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WE&VINa ISB NET 

That evening TrifBtt got Burcliill's address from 
Carver, and next day he drew a hundred poonds from 
the-ca^er of the Argus and -went off to Calengrove 
Mansions. In hia mind there was a clear and defi- 
nite notion. It might resnlt in something; it might 
come to nothing, bat he was going to try it. Briefly, 
it was that if he wished — as he nnfeignedly did wish 
— ^to find out anything about Burehill, he muet be 
near him; so near, indeed, thai; he could beep an 
eye on him, acquaint himself with his goings and 
comings, observe his visitors, watch for possible open- 
ings, make himself familiar with Bnrchill's daily life. 
It might be a difficult task ; it might be an easy task- 
in any case, it was a task that must be attempted. 
With Markledew's full consent and approval behind 
him and Markledew's money-bags to draw npon, 
Triffitt felt equal to attempting anything. 

The first thing was to take a quiet look at Burehill 'a 
immediate environment. Calengrove Mansions turned 
out to be one of the smaller of the many blocks of 
residential flats which have of late years arisen in snch 
numbers in the neighbourhood of Maida Vale and St. 
John's Wood. It was an affair of some five or six 
floors, and judging from what Triffitt could see of it 
172 
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from two Bides, it was not full; occupied at that time, 
for many of its windows were nncnrteined, and there 
was a certain air of emptiness abont the upper atoreys. 
This fact was not nnpleasing to Triffitt; it argued that 
he would have small difficulty in finding a lodgment 
within the walls which sheltered the man he wanted 
to watch. And in pursuance of bis scheme, which, 
as a b^^inning, was to find out exactly where Burchill 
was located, he walfaed into the main entrance and 
looked about him, hopii^ to find an address-board. 
Such a board immediately caught his eye, affixed to 
the wall near the main staircase. Then Triffitt saw 
that the building was divided into five floors, each 
floor having some three or four flats. Those on tha 
bottom floors appeared to be pretty well taken; tha 
names of their occupants were neatly painted in small 
compartments on the board. Bight at the top was 
the name Mr. Frank Burchill — and on that floor, 
which evidently possessed three flats, there were pre- 
sumably no other occupants, for the remaining two 
spaces relating to it were blank. 

Triffitt took all this in at a glance ; another glance 
showed bim a door close by on which was painted 
the word "Office." He pushed this open and walked 
inside, to confront a clerk who was the sole occupant. 
To him, Triffitt, plunging straight into business, 
gently intimated that be was searching for a conven- 
ient flat. The clerk iounediately began to pull out 
some coloured plans, labelled first, second, third floors. 

"About what sized flat do you requiref " he asked. 
He bad already looked Triffitt well over, and as 
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TrifStt, in honour of the occasian, had put on his 
smartest snlt and a new overcoat, h« decided that 
this was a young man who was either just ourried or 
about to be married. "Do you want a family flat, or 
one for a coaple without family, or •'* 

"What I want," answered Triffltt readily, "is a 
bachelor flat — for myself. And — if possible — fur- 
nished." 

"Oh I" said the clerk. "Jost so. I happen to 
have something that will suit you exactly— that ia, 
if you don't want to take it for longer than three or 
four months." He pulled forward another plan, 
labelled "Fifth Floor," and pointed to certain por- 
tions, shaded oS in light colours. "One of our ten- 
ants, Mr. Stillwater, ' ' he continued, ' ' has gone 
abroad for four months, and he'd be glad to let hia 
flat, famished, in his absence. That's it — ^it contains, 
you see, a nice sitting-room, a bedroom, a bathroom, 
and a small kitch^i — all contained within the flat, 
of conree. It is well and comfortably furnished, and 
available at once." 

Triffitt bent over the plan. But he was not looking 
at the shaded portion over which the clerk's pencil 
was straying ; iustead be was regarding the fact that 
across the corresponding portion of the plan was 
written in red ink the words, "Mr. Frank Burehill." 
The third portion was blank; it, apparently, was 
unlet. 

"That IS really about the size of flat I want," said 
Triffltt, musingly. "What's the rent of that, nowt" 

"I can let that to you for fifty shillings a week,'* 
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answered the clerk. "That includes everything — 
there's plate, linen, glass, china, anTtbing yon want. 
Slight attendance can be arranged for with our care- 
taker's wife — ^tbat is, she can cook breakfast, and 
make beds, and do more, if necessary. Perhaps yon 
vould tike to see this flatt" 

TrifBtt followed the clerk to the top of the house. 
The absent Mr. Stillwater's rooms were comfortable 
and pleasant ; one glance around them decided Triffitt. 

"This place will suit me very well," he said. 
"Now m give you satisfactory references about my- 
self, and pay you a month's rent in advance, and it 
that's all right to you, 111 come in today. Tou can 
ring up my references on your 'phone, and then, it 
you're satisfied, well settle the rent, and 111 see the 
caretaker's wife about airing that bed," 

Within half an hoar TrifBtt was occupant of the 
flat, the cashier of the Argus having duly telephoned 
that he was a thoroughly dependable and much-re 
spected member of its staff, and TrifStt himself hav 
ing handed over ten pounds as rent for the coming 
month, he interviewed the caretaker's wife, went to 
a neighbouring grocer's shop and ordered a stock of 
necessaries wherewith to fill his larder, repaired to 
his own lodgings and brought away all that he wanted 
in the way of luggage, books, and papers, and by the 
middle of the afternoon was fairly settled in his new 
qoarters. He spent an hour in putting himself and 
his belongings straight — and then came the question 
what next! 

He was there for a special purpose — that special 
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porpoae was to acquaint himsdl as thoroughly as 
poasible with the doings of Frank Burchill. Burchill 
waa there — ^be was almost on the point of saying, in 
the nest cell! — there, in the flat serosa the corridor; 
figoratiTely, within touch, if it were not for sondr; 
divisions of brick, mortar, and the like. Barchill's 
door was precisely opposite his own ; there was an ad- 
yantage in that fact. And in TrifiBtt's outer door 
(all these flats, he discovered — that is, if they were 
all like his own, possessed doable doors) there was a 
convenient letter slit, by manipulating which he could, 
if he chose, keep a perpetual observation on the other 
opposite. But Triffitt did not propose to sit with his 
eye glued to that letter slit all day — it might be use- 
ful at times, and for some special purpose, but he 
had wider views. And the first thing to do waa to 
make an examination, geographical and exhaustive, of 
his own surroondings : TrjfBtt had learnt, during his 
joumaliatic training, that attention to details is one 
of the most important things in life. 

The flrat thing that had struck TrifBtt in this re- 
spect was that there was no life in this building. He 
had remarked on that to the clerk, and the clerk had 
answered with a shrug of the shoulders that it waa a 
mistake and one for which the proprietor was already 
having to pay. However, Triffitt, bearing in mind 
what job he was on, was not displeased that the lift 
bad been omitted — it is sometimes an advantage to 
be able to hang over the top rail of a staircase and 
watch people coming up from below. He stored that 
fact in bis mental reservoirs. And now that he had 
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got into faia rooms, he proceeded to seek for more 
facts. First, as to the rooms themselves — he wanted 
to know all about them, becaose be had carefoll; 
noticed, while looking at the plan of that floor in 
the office downstairs, that Burchlll's flat was arranged 
exactly like his own. And Triffitt's flat waa like this 
— yoa entered through a doable door into a good- 
azed aittiug-room, oot of which two other rooms led 
^-one went into a small Idtehen and pantry ; the other 
into the bedroom, at the side of which was a little bath- 
room. The windows of the bedroom opened on to 
s view of the street below; those of the «tting-room 
on to a square of garden, on the lawn of which ten- 
anta might disport themselves, more or less sadly, 
with tennis or croquet in summer. 

TrifDtt looked out of his sitting-room windows last 
of all. He then perceived with great joy that in 
front of them was a balcony, and that this balcony 
stretched across the entire front of the house. There 
were, in fact, balconies to all five floors — ^the notion 
being, of course, that occupants could whenever they 
pleased sit out there in such sonligbt as struggled 
between their own roof and the tall bnildii^ opposite. 
It immediately occurred to TrifGtt that here was an 
easy way of making a call upon your next door neigh- 
boor; instead of crossing the corridor and knocking 
at his door, you had nothing to do but walk along 
the balcony and tap at his window. Filled with this 
thought Triffitt immediately stepped out on his bal- 
cony and inspected the windows of his own and the 
next fiat. He immediately saw something which filled 
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liim with a great idea. Both windows were fitted 
with patent ventilators, let into the top panea. Now, 
Bopposing one of these yentilators was fully open, 
and two people were talking within the room in even 
the ordinary tones of oonversatiou — would it not be 
jKMSible for an eavesdropper outside to hear a good 
deal, if not everything, <^ what was saidt The idea 
was worth thinking over, anyway, and TrifBtt retired 
indoors to ruminate over it and over much else. 

For two or three days nothing happened. Twice 
TrifBtt met Barchill on the stairs — ^Bnrchill, of course, 
did not know him from Adam, and gave him no more 
than the mere glance he wonld have thrown at any 
other ordinary yonng man. Triffitt, however, gave 
Bnrchill more than a passing look — ^unobtrnsively. 
Certainly he was the man whom he had seen in the 
dock nine years before in that far-off Scottish town 
— there was little appreciable alteration in his ap- 
pearance, except that he was now very smartly 
drrased. There were peculiarities about the fellow, 
said Triffit, which you couldn't forget — certainly, 
Frank BurchiU was Francis Bentham. 

But on the third day, two things happened — one 
connected directly with Triffitt's new venture, the 
other not The first was that as Triffitt was going 
down the stairs that afternoon, on his way to the 
office, at which he kept looking in now and then, al- 
though he was relieved from regular attendance and 
duty, he met Barthorpe Herapath coming up. Triffitt 
thanked his lucky stars that the staircase was badly 
lighted, and that this was an unusually gloomy Norem- 
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ber day. True, Barthorpe had only onee seen him, 
that he knew of — that morning at the estate office, 
when he, Triffitt, had asked Selwood for information 
— but then, Bome men have sharp memories for faces, 
and Barthorpe might recognize him and wonder what 
an Argus man was doing there in Calei^rove Man- 
sions. So TriflBtt qniekly pulled the flap of the Trilby 
hat about his nose, and sank his chin lower into the 
tnmed-up collar of his overcoat, and hurried past 
the tall figure. And Barthori>e on his part never 
looked at the reporter — or if he did, took no more 
heed of him than of the balustrade at his side. 

"That's one thing established, anyway!" mused 
TrifBtt as he went his way. "Barthorpe Herapath is 
in touch with Burchill. The dead man's nephew and 
the dead man's ex-secretary — nm t Putting their 
heads tf^^her — about whatT" 

He was still pondering this question when he 
reached the ofSce and found a note from Carver who 
wanted to see him at once. Triffitt went round to the 
Magnet and got speech with Carver in a quiet comer. 
Carver went straight to his point. 

"I've got him," ha said, eyeing his fellow-conspir- 
ator triumphantly. 

"Got— whot" demanded Triffitt. 

"That taii-cab chap — you know who I mewi,'* an- 
swered Carver. "Ran him down at noon today." 

"No!" exclaimed Triffitt. "Gad! Are you sure, 
though} — is it certain he's the man you were after f" 

"He's the chap who drove a gentleman from near 
Fortman Square to just by St. Mary Abbot church 
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at two o'clock on the moming of the Herapath mur- 
der," replied Carver. "That's a dead certainty! I 
risked five pounds on it, anyway, for which 111 trou- 
ble you. I went on the lines of rounding up all the 
cabbies I could Qnd who were aa a role on night duty 
round about that quarter, and bit by bit I got on to* 
this fellow, and, as I say, I gave him a fiver for just 
telling me a mere bit. And it's here — ^he's already 
given some information to that old Mr. Tertiua — ^yon 
know — and Tertius commanded him to keep absolutely 
quiet until the moment came for a move. Well, that 
moment haa not come yet, evidently — the chap hasn't 
been called on since, anyhow — and when I mentioned 
money be b^an to prick his ears. He's willing to 
tell — for money — ^if we keep dark what he tells us. 
The truth is, he's out to get what he can out of any- 
body. If you make it worth his while, hell tell." 

"Aye I" said Triffitt. "But the question is, what 
has he got to tellt What does he know I — actually 
knowt" 

"He knows," replied Carver, "he actually knows 
who the man was that he drove that moming! He 
didn't know who he was when he first gave informa- 
tion to Tertius, but he knows now, and, as I say, he's 
willing to sell his knowledge — in private." 
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THB DIAMOND BINa 

Triffltt considered Carver^ report daring & mo- 
ment of matual silence. If he had consulted his own 
personal iudinatioa he voold have demanded to be 
led strai^t to the taxi-cab driver. Bat TrifBtt knew 
himself to be the expender of the Markledew money, 
and the knowledge made him nndaly eaatiooa. 

"It oomes to this," he said at last, "this chap 
knows something which he's already told to this Mr. 
Tertios. Ur. Tertias has in oil probability already 
told it to the people at New Scotland Yard. They, 
of coarse, will use the information at their own time 
and in their own way. Bat what we want is some- 
thing new — something startling — something good!" 

"I tell yon the fellow's got all that," said GarreT, 
"He knows the man whom he drove that morning. 
Isn't that good cnonghl" 

"Depend npon how I can bring it oat," answered 
TriiBtt. "Well, when can I see this chapt" 

' ' Tonight — seven o 'dock, ' ' replied Carver. "1 
fixed that, in anticipation." 

"And — where!" demanded TrifBtt. 

"I'D go with yoa — it's to be at a pnb near Orchard 
Street," said Carver. "Better bring money with you 
I — hell want cash," 
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"All right," agreed Triffltt. "Bnt I'm not going 
to throw coin about recklessly. I shall 'want valne." 

Carver laughed, Triffltt 's sodden caution amused 
him. 

"I reckon people have to buy pigs in pokra in 
dealing with this sort of thing, Triff," he aaid. "But 
whether the chap's information's good for much or 
not, I'm certain it's genuine. Well, come round here 
again at six-thirty." 

Tnffitt, banknotes in pocket, went round again at 
six-thirty, and was duly conducted Oxford Street 
way by Carver, who eventually led him into a net- 
work of small streets, in which the mews and the 
stable appeared to be conspicuous features, and to 
the bar-parlour of a somewhat dingy tavern, at that 
hour little frequented. And at precisely seven 
o'clock the door of the parlour opened and a face 
showed itself, recognized Carver, and grinned. Car- 
ver beckoned the face into a corner, and having form- 
ally introduced his friend Triffitt, su^ested liquid 
refreshment. The face assented cordially, and hav- 
ing obscured itself for a moment behind a pint pot, 
heaved a sigh of gratification, and seemed desirous 
of entering upon business. 

"But it ain't, of course, to go no further — at pre&- 
ent," said the owner of the face. "Not into no news- 
papers nor nothing, at present. I don't mind telling 
you young gents, if it's made worth my while, of 
course, bnt as things is, I don't want the old gent in 
Portman Square to know as how I've let on — d'ye 
Beet Of course, I ain't seen nothing of him never 
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gmce I called there, and he gave me a coople o' quid, 
and told me to expect more — only the more's a long 
time o' coming, and if I do see my way to turning a 
honeflt penny by what I tnows, why, then, d'ye see 

"I Bee, veiy well," assented Triffitt. "And what 
might your idea of an honest penny be, nowt" 

The taxi-cab driver silently regarded his questioner. 
He had already had a five-pound note out of Carver, 
who carried a small fund about him in case of emer* 
gency ; he was speculating on his chances of materially 
increasing this, and his eyes grew greedy. 

"Well, now, gnv'nor, what's your own notion of 
thatl" he asked at last. "I'm a poor chap, you 
know, and I don't often get a chance o' making a bit 
in this way. "What's it worth — ^what I can tell, you 
know — ^to yout This here young gentleman was keen 
enough about it this afternoon, guv 'nor." 

"Depends," answered Triffitt. "You'd better an- 
swer a question or two. First — you haven't told the 
old gentleman in Portman Square— Mr. Tertius — any 
more than what yon told my friend here you'd told 
himt" 

"Not a word more, ^v'norl 'Cause why — ^I aint 
seen him since." 

"And you've told nothing to the police!" 

"The police ain't never come a-nigh me, and I 
ain't been near them. What the old chap said was 
— wait! And I've waited and ain't heard nothing." 

"Wherefore," observed TrifBtt sardonically, "yon 
want to make a bit. ' ' 
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"Ain't no bann in a man doing his best for his- 
self, guv'nor, I hope," said the would-be informant. 
*'If I don't look after myaelf, who's a-p>ing to look 
after me — I asks you that, now?" 

"And I ask you — how much!" said Triffltt. "Out 
with it I" 

The taxi-cab driver conmdered, eyeing his prospee- 
tiv« customer furtively. 

"The other gent told you what it is I can tdH, 
gwr 'nor t " he said at last. " It 's information of what 
you might call partik'lar importance, is that." 

"I know — you can tell the name of the man whom 
yon drove that morning from the comer of Orchard 
Street to Kensington High Street," replied Triifitt 
"It may be important — it mayn't. Yon see, the 
police haven't been in any hurry to approach yon, 
have theyf Come now, give it a namet" 

The informant summoned up his resolution. 

"Cash down — on the spot, guv'norl" he asked. 

"Spot cash," replied Triffltt "On this tablet" 

"Well — how would a couple o' fiyen be, nowt" 
aaked the anxious one. "It's good stuff, guv'nor." 

"A couple of fivers will do," answered Triffttt 
"And here th^ are." He took two brand-new, 
crackling five-pound notes from his pocket, folded 
them np, laid them on the table, and set a glass on 
them. "Now, then!" he said. "Tell your tale — 
there's your money when it's told." 

The taxi-cab driver eyed the notes, edged his chair 
further into the half-lighted comer in which Triffltt 
and Carver sat, and dropped his voice to a whisper. 
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"All right, guv'nor," he stud. "Thanking yon. 
Then it's this here — the man what I drove that morn- 
ing waa the nephew 1" 

' ' You mean Mr. Bartb«pe Herapath 1 ' ' uud Triffltt, 
also in a whisper. 

"That's him— that's the identical, eir I Of course," 
continued the informant, "I didn't know nothing of 
that when I told the old gent in Portman Square 
what I did tell him. Now, you see, I wasn't called 
at that inquest down there at Kensington — after what 
I'd told the old gent, I expected to be, but I wasn't. 
All the same, there's been a deal of talk around about 
the comer of Orchard Street, and, of course, there ia 
them in that quarter aa knows all the parties con- 
cerned, and this man Barthorpe, as you call him, was 
pointed out to me as the nephew — nephew to him aa 
was murdered that night. And then, of course, I 
knew it was him as I took up at two o'clock that mom- 
iag." 

"How did you Imowt" ashed Triffltt. 

The taxi-cab driver held np a hand and tapped S 
brass ring on its third finger. 

"Where I wears that ring, gentlemen," he said 
triumphantly, "he wears a fine diamond — a reglor 
smell 'un. That morning, when he got into my cab, ha 
rested his hand a minute on the door, and the light 
from one o' the lamps across the street shone full on 
the stone. Now, then, when this here Barthorpe waa 
pointed out to me in Orchard Street, a few days ago, 
as the nephew of Jacob Herapath, he was talking to 
another geutieman, and as they stood there he lighted 
a cigar, and when he pat his hand up, I see that ring 
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a^sin — no miataking it, grtT'nor! He was the mazL 
And, from wliat I've read, it seems to me it was him 
aa put on hia ancle's coat and hat after the old chap 
was settled, and " 

"If I were you, I'd keep those theories to myself 
— yet awhile, at any rate," said TriflStt. "In fact— 
I want yon to. Here!" he went on, removing the 
glass and pushing the folded banknotes towards the 
taxi-cah driver, "put those in your pocket. And 
keep your mouth shut ahout having seen and told me. 
X shan't make any use — public use, anyway — of what 
you've said, just yet. If the old gentleman, Tertius, 
comes to you, or the poUce come along with or with- 
out him, you can tell 'em anything you like — every- 
thing you've told me if you please — it doesn't matter, 
now. But you 're on no account to tell them that I 've 
seen you and that you've spilt to me — do you under- 
stand!" 

The informant understood readily enough, and 
promised with equal readiness, even going so far as to 
say that that would snit him down to the ground. 

"All right," said TrifBtt. "Keep a still tongue as 
regards me, and there'll be another fiver for you. 
Now, Carver, well get." 

''Outside Triffitt gave his companion's arm a con- 
fidential squeeze. 

"Things are going well!" he said. "I wasn't a 
bit surprised at what that fellow told me — I expected 
it. What charms me is that Barthorpe Herapath, 
who is certainly to be atroi^ly suspected, is in touch 
with Burcbill — I didn't tdl you that I met him on 
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the stairs at Galeagrove Manaions this afternoon. Of 
eonrse, he was going to see my next-door neighbour 1 
What about, friend Carver t" 

"If yon could answer your own last question, we 
should know something," replied Carver. 

' ' We know something as it is, " said Trififitt. 
"Enough for me to tell Markledew, anyway. I don't 
see BO far into all this, myself, but Markledew 'a the 
sort of chap who can look through three brick walls 
and see a mole at work in whatever's behind the third, 
and hell see something in what I tell him, and III 
do the telling as soon as he comes down tomorrow 
morning. " 

Markledek listened to TrifBtt 's story next day in 
his usual rapt silence. The silence remmned unbroken 
for some time after TrifBtt had finished. And event- 
ually Markledew got up from his elbow-chair and 
reached for bis hat. 

"You can come with me," he said. "Well just 
ride as far as New Scotland Yard. ' ' 

TrifiBtt felt himself turning pale. New Scotland 
Yard! Was he then to share his discoveries with 
officials f In spite of his awful veneration for the 
great man before him he could not prevent two words 
of despairing ejaculation escaping from his lips. 

"The police!" 

"Just 80 — the police," answered Markledew, calmly. 
"I mean to work this in connection with them. No 
need to alarm yourself, young man — I know what 
you're thinking. But you won't lose any 'kudos'— 
I'm quite satisfied with you so far. But we can't do 
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without the police — and they may be glad of even a 
hint from ns. Now mn down and get a taxi-cab 
and 111 meet yon ontside." 

TriSStt had never been within the mazes of New 
Scotland Yard in his life, and had often wished that 
badness would tahe him there. It was -very soon 
plun to him, however, that his proprietor knew bis 
way about the Criminal Investigation Department as 
well as he knew the Argw office. Markledew was 
qnickly closeted with the high ofBcial who had seen 
Mr, Halfpenny and Mr. Tertius a few days pre- 
Tiously; while they talked, Triffitt was left to kick 
his heels in a wwting-room. When he was eventnally 
called in, he found not only the high official and 
Uarkledew, bat another man whose name was pres- 
ently given to him as Davidge. 

"Mr. Davidge," observed the high official, "is in 
chai^ of this case. "Will yon just tell him yonr 
story 1" 

It appeared to Triffitt that Mr. Davidge was the 
least impressionable, most stolid man he had ever 
known. Davidge showed no sign of interest; Triffitt 
began to wonder if anything conid ever surprise him. 
He listened in dead silence to all that the reporter 
had to say; when Triffitt had finished he looked 
apathetically at his superior. 

"I thiok, sir, I will just step round to Mr. Half- 
penny's office," he renarked. "Perhaps Mr. Triffitt 
will accompany met — ihea he and I can have a bit 
of a talk." 

Triffitt looked at Markledew: MarUedew nodded 
his big head. 

Digilis^byCOOgle 
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"Go with him," said Markledew. "Work with 
him! He knows what he's after." 

Davidge took Triffltt away to Mr. Halfpenny's 
office — on the way thither he talked aboat London 
fogs, one of which had come down that morning. 
Bat he never mentioned the business in hand until 
— having left Triffitt outside while he went in — he 
emerged from Mr. Halfpenny's room. Then he took 
the reporter's arm and led him away, and his manner 
changed to one of interest and even enthusiasm. 

"Well, young fellow!" he said, leading Triffitt 
down the street, "you're the chap I wanted to get 
hold of! — ^you're a godsend. And bo you really have 
a flat nest to that occupied by the person whom we'll 
refer to as F. B., eht" 

"I have," answered Triffitt, who was full of won- 
derment. 

' ' Good — good ! — couldn't be better ! " murmured 
the detective. "Now then — I dare say you'd be quite 
pleased if I called on you at your flat — quietly and 
unobtrusively — at say seven o'clock tonight, eht" 

"Delighted!" answered Triffitt. "Of course!" 

' ' Very good, ' ' said Davidge. ' ' Then at seven 
o'clock tonight I shall be there. In the meantime — 
not a word. Tou're curious to know why I'm com- 
ing 1 All right — ^keep yonr curiosity warm till I coma 
— Ill satisfy it. Tonight, mind, young man — seven, 
sharp!" 

Then he gave Triffitt's arm a squeeze and winked 
an eye at him, and at once set off in one direction, 
while the reporter, mystified and inqoisitive, turned 
in another. 
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THB DESSSUBa FIiAT 

■When Triffitt had fairly separated from the detec- 
tive and had come to reckon up the events of that 
morning he became definitely conscions of one india- 
pntable fact. The police knew more than he did. 
The police were in poHBeasion of information which 
had not come his way. The police were preparii^ 
some big coup. Therefore — the police would get all 
the gloiy. 

This waa not what Triffitt had desired. He bad 
wanted to find things out for himself, to make a grand 
discovery, to be able to go to Markledew and prove 
his case. Markledew could then have done what be 
pleased; it had always been in Triffitt's mind thai 
Markledew would in all probability present the result 
of his reporter's labours to the people at Scotland 
Yard. But Markledew had become somewhat previ- 
ous — he had insisted that Triffitt should talk to the 
Scotland Yard folk at this early — in Triffitt's view, 
mach too early — stage of the proceedings. And 
TrifBtt had felt all the time he waa talking that he 
was only tcllii^ the high ofQcial and the apathetic 
Davidgc something that they already knew. He had 
told them about his memories of Bentham and the 
Scottish murder trial — something convinced him that 
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they Trere already well acquainted with that ertoiy. 
He had narrated the incident of the taxi-cab driver: 
he was sure that they were quite well aware that the 
man who had been driven from Orchard Street to St. 
Mary Abbot church that morning after the murder 
was Barthorpe Herapath. Their cold eyes and polite, 
yet almost chillingly indifferent manner had convinced 
Triffltt that they were just listening to aomethjng 
with which they were absolutely familiar. Never a 
gleam of interest had betrayed itself in their stolid 
official faces until he had referred to the fact that hs 
himself was living in a flat nest door to Burchill's. 
Then, indeed, the detective had roused himself almost 
to eagerness, and now he waa coming to see him, 
Triffltt, quietly and unobtrusively. Whyt 

"All the same," mused Triffltt, "I shall maybe 
prove a small cog in the bigger mechanism, and that's 
something. And Markledew was satisfied, anyway, 
80 far. And if I don't get something out of that chap 
Davidge tonight, write me down an ass 1 " 

From half-past six that evening, Triffltt, who had 
previously made some ingenious arrangements with 
the slit of his letter-bos, by which he could keep an 
eye on the corridor outside, kept watch on Burchill's 
door — he had an instinctive notion that Davidge, whra 
he arrived, would be glad to know whether the gen 
tleman oppoaite was in or out. At a quarter to aevetf 
Borchill went out in evening dress, cloak, and opera 
hat, making a fine figure as he struck the light of the 
corridor lamp. And ten minutes later Triffltt heard 
stepa coming along the corridor and he opened tho 
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door to confront Davidge and another man, a qoiet- 
looking, innocent-viBBged person. Davidge waved a 
hand towards his companion. 

"Evening, Mr. Triffitt," said he. "Friend of mine 
— Mr, Milsey. Ton II exctise the liberty, I'm snre." 

"Glad to see both of you," answered Triffitt, cor- 
dially. He led the way into his sitting-room, drew 
chairs forward, and produced refreshments which he 
had carefully laid in during the afternoon in prepara- 
tion. "Drop of whisky and soda, gentlemen f" he 
said, hospitably. "Let me help you. Will yon try 
a <ugarf " 

"Very kind of yon," replied Davidge. "A slight 
amount of the liquid'Il do us no harm, but no cigars, 
thank you, Mr. Triffitt. Cigars are apt to leave a 
scent, an odour, about one's clothes, however careful 
you may be, and we don 't want to leave any traces of 
our presence where we're going, do we, Jimf" 

"Not much," assented Mr. Milsey, laconically. 
"Wouldn't do." 

Triffitt handed round the glasses and took a share 
himself. 

"Ah!" he sud. "That's interesting! And where 
are you going, now — if one may ask I" 

Davidge nodded his desires for bis host's good 
hetUth, and then gave him a wink. 

"We propose to go in there," he s^d with a jerk 
of his thumb towards BurchiU's flat, "It's what 
I've been wanting to do for three or four days, but I 
didn't see my way clear without resorting to a lot of 
things— aearch-warrant, and what not — and it would 
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have meant eoUoBion with the landlord here, and tl» 
clerk downstairs, and I don't know what all, so I put 
it oft a bit. But when yon told me that yon'd got 
this flat, why, then, I saw my wayl Of course, I 'to 
been familiar with the lie of these flats for a week — 
I saw the plans of 'em downstairs as soon as I Btarted 
on to this job." 

"You're been on this job from the begimiing:, then 
— ^is connection with him!" exclaimed Triffitt, nod- 
ding towards the door. 

"We've never had him oat of our eight since I 
started," replied Davidge, coolly, "except when he's 
been within his own four walls — ^where we're pres- 
ently going. Oh, yea — ^we've watched him." 

"He's out now," remarked TriflBtt 

"We know that," said Davidge. "We know where 
he's gone. There's a first night, a new play, at the 
Terpsichoreum — he's gone there. He's safe enou^ 
till midnight, so we've plenty of time. We just want 
to have a look around his little nest while he's off it, 
d^oueeet" 

"How are yon going to get inf" asked Triffitt. 

Davidge nodded towards the window of the sitting- 
Toom. 

"By way of that halcmo'," he answered. "I told 
yon I knew all about how these flats are arranged. 
That balcony's mighty convenient, for the window 1L 
not be any more difficult than ordinary." 

"It'll be locked, you know," observed TrifBtt, with, 
a glance at his own. "Mine is, anyway, and you can. 
bet hjs will be, too." 
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"Ob — that doesn't matter," said Davidge, care- 
leasly. "We're prepared. Show Mr. Triffltt your 
kit, Jim — all pala here." 

The innocent-looking Mr. Milsey, who, daring this 
conversation, had mechanically sipped at his whibky 
and soda and reflectively gazed at the various pie- 
tnres with which the absent Mr. Stillwater bad dec- 
orated tbe walls of his parlour, plunged a hand into 
acme deep recess in his overcoat and brought out an 
oblong case which reminded Tri£Qtt of nothing so 
much as those Morocco or Bnssisn-leather affairs in 
which a knife, a fork, and a spoon repose on padded 
blue satin and form an elegant present to a newly* 
bom infant. Mr. Milsey snapped open the lid of bia 
case, and revealed, instead of spoon or fork or knife 
a number of shining keys, of all sorts and sizes and 
strange patterns, all of delicate make and of evidently 
superior workmanship. He poshed the case across 
the table to the comer at which Triffitt was sitting, 
and Davidge regarded it fondly in transit. 

"Pretty things, ain't theyt" he said. "Good 
workmanship there ! There's not very much that you 
could lock up — in the ordinary way of drawers, boxes, 
desks, and so on — that Milsey there couldn't get into 
with the help of one or other of those little f riends-^ 
what, Jimt" 

"Nothing! — always excepting a safe," assented Mr. 
Milsey. 

"Well, we don't suppose our friend next door keeps 
an article of that description on his premises," said 
Davidge cheerfully. "But we expect he's got a desk, 
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or a private drawer, or aometiung of that nature in. 
-which we ma; find a few little matters of interest 
and importance — it's curious, Mr. TrifBtt — we're con- 
fttantl; taking notice of it in the coarse of our pro- 
feseionBl duties — ^it'a curious how men will keep by 
them bita of paper that they oaght to throw into 
the fire, and objects that they'd do well to cast into 
the Thames! Ah I — ^I've known one case in which a 
mere scrap of a letter hanged a man, and another in 
which a bit of string got a ehap fifteen years of the 
■very best — fact, air ! You never know what you may 
come across during a search." 

"You're going to search his roomst" asked Triffitt. 

"Something of that sort," replied Davidge. "Just 
a look round, you know, and a bit of a peep into his 
private receptacles." 

"Then — you're suspecting him in connection with 
this " began TrifBtt. 

Davidge stopped him with a look, and slowly drank 
off the contents of his glass. Then he rose. 

"We'll talk of those matters later," he said sig- 
nificantly. "Now that my gentleman's safely away 
I think we'll set to work. It 11 take a bit of time. 
And first of all, Mr. TrifBtt, we'll examine your bal- 
cony door — I know enough abont these modern flats 
to know that everything's pretty much alike in them 
as regards fittings, and if your door's easy to open, 
BO will the door of the next be. Now we'll just let 
Jim there go outside with his apparatus, and well 
lock your balcony door on him, and then see if he 
finds any diffienlty in getting in. To it, JimI" 
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Mr. Milsey, thns adijured, went out on the balcony 
frith his little case and was duly locked out. Within 
two minutes he opened the door and stepped in with 
a satisfied grin. 

"Easy as winkingl" said Mr. Milsey. "It's what 
yon might call one of yonr penny plain locks, this — 
and t'otherll be like it. No difficulty about thia job, 
anyw^." 

"Then we'll get to work," said Davidge. Mr. 
Triffitt, I can't ask yon to come with ua, because that 
wouldn't be according to etiquette. Sit yon down and 
read your boob and amoke your pipe and drink yonr 
drop — and maybe we'll have something to tell yon 
when our job 'a through." 

"You've no fear of interruption T" ashed Triffltt, 
who would vastly have preferred action to inaction. 
^'Supposing — you know how things do and will turn 
out sometimes — supposing he came back I" 

Davidge shook his bead and smiled grimly and 
Imowingly. 

"No," he said. "Hell not come back — at least, it 
he did, we should be well warned. I've more than 
one man at work on this job, Mr. Triffitt, and if his 
lordship changed the course of his arrai^menta and 
returned this way, one of my chaps would keep him 
in conversation while another hurried up here to give 
ua the office by a few taps on the outer door. No I — 
we're safe enough. Sit you down and don't bother 
about ua. Come on, Jim — we'll get to it." 

Triffitt tried to follow the detective's advice — he 
was just then deep in a French bovd of the high- 
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crime order, and he picked it up when the two men 
had gone out on the balcony and endeavoured to get 
interested in it. Bnt he speedily diaeovered that the 
unravelling of crime on paper was nothing like bo 
fascinating as the actual participation in detection 
of crime in real life, and he threw the book aside and 
gave himself up to waiting. What were those two 
doing in Burchill's rooms f What were they finding t 
[What would the result bel 

Certainly Davidge and his man took their time. 
Ei^t o'clock came and went — nine o'clock, ten o'clock 
followed and aped into the past, and they were still 
there. It was drawing near to eleven, and they had 
been in those rooms well over three hours, when a 
slight sound came at TrilBtt's window and Davidge 
pat his head in, to be presently followed by Milsey. 
Milsey looked as innocent as ever, but it seemed to 
Triffitt that Davidge looked grave. 

"Wellt" said Triffltt. "Any luckl" 

Davidge drew the curtains over the balcony win- 
dow before he turned and answered this question. 

"Mr. Triffitt," he said, when at last he faced 
round," ' you 11 have to put us up for the night. After 
what I've found, I'm not going to lose sight, or get 
oat of touch with this man. Now listen, and I'll tell 
you, at any rate, something. Tomorrow morning at 
ten o'clock there's to be a sort of informal inquiry 
at Mr. Halfpenny's o£Bce into the matter of a will of 
the date of Jacob Herapath's — all the parties con- 
cerned are going to meet there, and I know that this 
man Burchill is to be present. I don't propose to lose 
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nght of him after he retnnifi here tonight iintil he 
goes to that ofSce — ^what happens after he's once there, 
you shall Bee. So Milsey and 111 jmst have to troablo 
yoa to let me stop here for the night. You can go to 
Tour bed, of coarse — ^well sit np, I'll send MUsey 
oat to bay a bit of supper for as — ^I dare say hell 
find something open close by." 

"No need," Triffitt hastened to say. "I've a oold 
meat pie, uncnt, and plenty of bread, and cheese. 
And there's bottled ale, and whisky, and 111 get yoa 
some supper ready at once. So" — ^he went on, as he 
b^an to bnatle about — "you did find — Bomethingt" 

Davidge rubbed his hands and winked first at Mil- 
sey and then at Triffitt. 

"Wait till tomorrow!" he said. "Therell be 
strange news for you newspaper gentlonen before to- 
morrow night." 
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TSA AND NAT 

Ut. Halfpenn;, face to face with the fact that 
Bartfaorpe Herapath meant mischief about the will, 
pat on his thinMng-cap and gave himself up to a 
deep and serious consideration of the matter. Be 
thooght things over as he joameyed home to his house 
in the eountiy; he spent an evening in further 
thought; he was still thinking when he went up to 
town next morning. The result of his co^tations was 
that after giving certain instructions in his ofSce as 
to the next at«ps to be taken towards duly establish- 
ing Jacob Herapath 's will, he went ronnd to Bar^ 
thorpe Herapath's office and asked to see him, 

Barthorpe himself came oat of his private room 
and showed some politeness in asfaering his caller 
within. His manner seemed to be genuinely frank 
and unaffected: Mr. Halfpenny was considerably puz- 
zled by it. Was Barthorpe playing a part, or was 
all this realT That, of coarse, must be decided by 
events: Mr. Halfpenny was not going to lose any 
time in moving towards them, whatever they might 
torn out to be. He accordingly went straight to the 
point 4 

"My dear sir," he began, bending confldraitiaUy 

towards Barthorpe, who had taken a seat at his de^ 
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and was waiting for bis visitor to speak, "yon have 
entered a caveat against the will in the Probate Begia- 
try." 

"I have," answered Barthorpe, with candid alac- 
rity. "Of ooorse!" 

"You intend to contest the mattert" inquired Mr. 
Halfpenny. 

"Certainly!" replied Barthorpe. 

Mr. Halfpenny gathered a good deal from the firm 
and decisive tone in which this answer was made. 
Clearly there was something in the air of which ha 
was wholly ignorant. 

"You no donbt believe that yon have good reason 
for yonr coarse of action," he observed. 

"The best reasons," said Barthorpe. 

Mr. Halfpenny ruminated a little, sUently. 

"After all," he said at last, "there are only two 
persons really concerned — your cousin. Miss Wynne, 
and yourself. I propose to make an offer to you. ' ' 

"Always willing to be reasonable, Mr. Halfpenny," 
answered Barthorpe. 

"Very good," sud Mr. Halfpenny. "Of conrse, I 
see no possible reason for doubting the validity of the 
will. From our side, litigation must go on in the 
usual coarse. But I have a proposal to make to you. 
It is this — will you meet your cousin at my oSoe, 
with all the persons — witnesses to the will, I mean — 
and state your objections to the willt In short, let 
ns have what we may call a family dIseusBion about 
it — it may prevent much litigation." 

Barthorpe considered this su^estion for a while. 
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"What yon really mean is that I should come to 
yoQT offices and tell my cousin and you why I am 
fighting this will," he said eventually. "That itT" 

"Practically — yes,'* assented Mr. Halfpenny. 

"Whom do you propose to have present T" asked 
Barthorpe. 

"Yourself, your cousin, myself, the two wituessefl, 
and, as a friend of everybody concerned. Professor 
Cox-Raythwwte," replied Mr. Halfpenny. "No one 
else is neceasary." 

"And you wish me to tell, plainly, why I refuse to 
believe that the will is genuine f" asked Barthorpe. 

"Certainly — yes," assented Mr. Halfpenny. 

Barthorpe hesitated, eyeing the old lawyer doubt- 
fully. 

"It will be a painful business— for my conain," ha 
said. 

"If — I really havent the faintest notion of what 
yon mean!" exclaimed Mr. Halfpenny. "But if — 
if it will be painful for yonr coosin to hear this — 
whatever it is — in private, it would be much mora 
painful for her to hear it in public. I gather, of 
course, that you have some strange revelation to 
make. Surely, it would be most considerate to her 
to make it in what we may call the privacy of the 
family circle, Goz-Raythwaite and myself." 

"I haven' the least objection to Cox-Baythwaite's 
presence, nor yours," said Barthorpe. "Very good 
— Ill accept your proposal — it will, as you s^, save 
a lot of litigation. Now— when t" 

"Today is Tuesday," said Mr. Halfpenny. 
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"What do you say to next Friday momii^, at toa 
o'clock!" 

"Friday will do," answered Bartfaorpe. "I will 
be there at ten o'clock. I shall leave it to yon to 
mmmon all the parties eoneemed. By the 1^, have 
yon BnrchiU's address f" 

"I have," replied ISx. Halfpenny. "I will com- 
municate vrith him at once." 

Barthorpe nodded, Tose from his seat, and walked 
with his visitor towards the door of bis private room. 

' ' Understand, Mr. Halfpenny, ' ' he said, " I 'm 
agreeing to this to oblige yon. And if the tmth is 
veiy painful to my cousin, well, as you say, it's 
better for her to hear it in private than in a court of 
justice. All right, then — Friday at ten." 

Mr. Halfpenny went back to his own office, aston- 
isbed and marvelling. "What on earth were these rev- 
elations which Barthorpe hinted at — these unpleasant 
tmthfi which would so woand and hurt Peggie 
Wynne t Could it be possible that there really wsa 
some mystery about that will of which only Bar- 
thorpe knew the secret? It was incomprehensible to 
Mr. Halfpenny that any man could be bo cool, so 
apparently cocksure about matters as Barthorpe was 
unless he felt absolutely certain of his own case. 
What that case could be, Mr. Halfpenny could not 
imagine — the only thing really certain was that Bar- 
thorpe seemed resolved on laying it bare when Friday 
came. 

"God bless me! — it's a most extraordinary compli- 
cation altogether I" mused Mr. Halfpenny, once more 
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alone in his own office. "It's very erident to me 
that Bartborpe Herapath is absolutely ignoraot that 
he's suspected, and that the police are at work on 
him ! What a surprise for him if the thing comes to 
a definite head, and — but let us see what Friday; 
morning brings," 

Friday morning brought Barthorpe to Mr. Half- 
poiny's offices in good time. He came alone; a few 
minntes after his arrival Peggie Wynne, nervous and 
frightened, came, attended by Mr. Tertius and Pro- 
fessor Coi-Raythwaite. All these people were at once 
ushered into Mr. Halfpenny's private room, where 
polite, if constrained, greetings passed. At five min- 
tites past ten o'clock Mr. Halfpenny looked at Bar- 
thorpe. 

"We're only waiting for Mr. Burchill," he re- 
marked. "I wrote to him after seeing you, and I re- 
ceived a reply from him in which he promised to be 
here at ten this morning. It's now " 

But at that moment the door opened to admit Mr. 
Frank Burchill, who, all unconscious of the fact that 
more than one pair of sharp eyea had followed him 
from his flat to Mr. Halfpenny 's ofSce, and that their 
owners were now in the immediate vicinity, came in 
full of polite self-assurance, and executed formal bowa 
while he gracefully apologised to Mr. Halfpenny for 
being late. 

"It's all right, all rig^t, Mr. Burehill," said the 
old lawyer, a little testy under the last-comer's polite 
phrases, all of which he thought mmecessary. "Five 
or ten minutes won 't make any great difference. Take 
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a seat, pray : I think if we all sit aronnd this centre 
taUe of mine it will be more convenient. We can 
be^ at once now, Mr. Barthorpe Herapath — I have 
already given Btrict instructions that we are not to 
be disturbed on any account. My dear — peiiaps yon 
will sit here by meT — ^Mr. Tertiua, you ait next to 
Miss Wynne — Profeasor " 

Mr. Halfpenny's dispoffltiona of his guests placed 
P^gie and her two companions on one side of a 
round table; Barthorpe and Bnrchill at the other-^ 
Mr. Halfpenny himself sat at the head. And as soon 
as he bad .taken his own seat, he looked at Barthorpe. 

"This, of course," he began, "is a quite informal 
meeting. We are here, as I understand matters, to 
hear why you, Mr. Barthorpe Herapath, object to 
your late uncle's will, and why yon intend to dispute 
it. So I suppose the next thing to do will be to aak 
you to state your grounds." 

But Barthorpe shook his head with a decisive mo- 
tion. 

"No," he answered. "Not at all! The first thing 
to do, Mr. Halfpenny, in my opinion, is to hear what 
is to be said in favour of the will. The will itself, I 
take it, is in your possession. I have seen it — I mean, 
I have seen the document which purports to be a will 
of the late Jacob Herapath — so I admit its existence. 
Two persons are named on that document as wit- 
nesses: Mr. Tertius, Mr. Burchill. They are both 
present now; at your request. I submit that the 
proper procedure is to question then both as to the 
circumstances undec which this allied will waa 
made." 
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"I have no objections to tliat," answered Mr. HaU- 
•petmy. "I have no objection — neither, I am aore, 
lias Miss Wjrnne — ^to anything yon propose. Well, 
we take it for granted that this document exists — 
it is, of course, in my safe keeping. Bvery person 
has seen it, one time or another. We have here tha 
two gentlemen who witnessed Jacob Herapath's sig- 
nature and each other's. So I will first ask the elder 
of the two to tell as what he recollects of the matter. 
Now, Mr. Tertittsl" 

Mr. Tertins, who since his arrival had shown a» 
much nervousness as would probably have signalised 
his appearance in a witness-box, started at this direct 
appeaL 

"You — er, wish me " he began, with an almost 

blank stare at Mr. Halfpenny. "You want me to 

"Come, come!" said Mr. Halfpenny. "This is as 
I have already said, an informal gathering. We 
needn't have any set forms or oot-and-dried pro- 
cedure. I want you — ^we all want yon — to tell na 
what you remember about the making of Jacob Hera- 
path's will. Tell us in your own way, in whatever 
terms you like. Then we shall hear what your fel- 
low-witness has to say," 

"Perhaps you'll let me suggest something," broke 
in Bartborpe, who had obviously been thinking mat- 
ters over. "Lay the allied will on the table before 
yon, Mr. Halfpenny — question the two opposed wit- 
nesses on it That will simplify things." 

Mr. Halfpenny considered this propoffltitm for a 
moment 00 two; then having whispered to Peggie 
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and received her assent, he vent across to a safe and 
presently returned with the will, which he placed on 
a writing-pad that lay in front of him. 

"Now, Mr. Tertiofl," he aaid. "Look at this will, 
which purports to have hem made on the eighteenth 
day of April last. I understand that Jacob Herapath 
called yon into his stndy <m the evening of that day 
and told you that he wanted you and Mr. Burchill, 
his secretary, to witness his signature to a will which 
he had ma^ — ^had written out himself. I understand 
also that you did witness bis signature, attached yoor 
own, in Mr. Herapath 's presence and Mr. Burchill 's 
presence, and that Mr. Burchill's signature was at- 
tached under the same conditions. Am I right in 
aU thist" 

"Quite right," replied Mr. Tertius. "Quite!" 

"Is this the docnment which Jacob Herapath pro- 
duced!" 

"It is— certainly." 

"Was it all drawn out thent — I am putting these 
questions to you quite informally." 

"It was all written out, except the signatures. 
Jacob showed ns that it was so written, though he 
did not allow us to see the wording. But he showed 
us pltunly that there was nothing to do but to sign. 
Then he laid it on the desfc, covered most of the 
sheet of paper with a piece of blotting paper and 
i^ned his name in our presence — I stood on one 
side of him, Mr. Burchill on the other. Then Mr. 
Burchill signed in his place — beneath mine." 

"And this," asked Mr. Halfpenny, pointii^ to the 
wHl, "this is your signature!" 
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"Most certainly!" answered Mr. Tertias. 

"And this," continued Mr. Halfpenny, "is Jacob 
Herapath'st — and this Mr. BarcbiU'sT Yon have no 
doubt aboat itT" 

"No more tlian that I see and hear yon," replied 
Mr. Tertias. "I have no doabt." 

Mr. Halfpenny tamed from Mr. Tertias to Bar- 
tborpe Herapatb. But Bartborpe's face just then 
revealed nothing. Therefore tbe old lawyer tamed 
towards BurchiU. And suddenly a sharp idea strack 
him. He would settle one point to bis own satisfae- 
tion at once, by one direct question. And bo he — aa 
it were by impalse — tbrast tbe will before and be- 
neath BoTchill's eyes, and placed his finger against 
the third signature. 

"Mr. Burehill," he said, "is that yonr writingi" 

Bnrchill, calm and self-possesfled, glanced at the 
place which Mr. Halfpenny indicated, and then lifted 
his eyes, half sadly, half deprecatingly. 

"No!" he replied, with a little shake of the head 
"No, Mr. Halfpenny, it is noti" 
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THB ACCUSATION 

The old lavyer, who had bent forward acton the 
table in speaking to BurchiU, palled himself up 
aharply on receiving this answer, and for a second 
or two stared with a keen, searching gaze at the man 
he had qaestioned, who, on his part, returned the 
stare with calm assorance. A deep silence had fallen 
OD the room; nothing broke it until Frofesaor Cox* 
Baythwaite suddenly b^;an to tap the table with the 
ends of his fingers. The sound roused Mr. Halfpenny 
to speech aod action. He bent forward again towards 
BuTcMU, once more laying a hand on the will. 

"That is not your signature t" he asked qnietly. 

Borohill shook his head— this time with a gesture 
of something very like contempt. 

"It is notl" he answered. 

"Did yon see the late Jacob Herapadi write — 
thatt" 

"I did notl" 

"Did you see Mr. Terthis write— thatf" 

"I did not t" 

"Have you ever seen this will, this doetunent, be- 

toTtV 

"Never 1" 
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Mr. Halfpenny drew the will towards himself with 
an impatient movement and b^;an to replace it in 
the large envelope from which it had been taken. 

' ' In short, yon never aseiated at the execution of this 
document — ^never saw Jacob Herapath make any wiH 
— ^ncver witnessed any signature of his to thisT" ha 
said testily. "That's what you really Bay — what yoa 
afBrm!" 

"Just so," replied BurehiU. "You apprehend me 
exactly." 

"Yet you have just heard what Mr. Tertiua says I 
What do yon say to that, Mr. BnrchiU!" 

"I say uothii^ to that, Mr. Halfpenny, I have 
nothing to do with what Mr. Tertios says. I have 
answered your questions." 

"Mr. Tertins says that he and you saw Jacob Hera< 
path sign that document, saw each other b^ it) 
What yon s^ now gives Mr. Tertius the direct lie, 
and " 

"Pardon me, Mr. Halfpenny," interrupted Bnrehill 
quietly. "Mr. Tertins may be under some strange 
misapprehension ; Mr. Tertins may be suffering from 
some enrions hallucination. What I say is — I did not 
see the late Jacob Herapath sign that paper; I did 
not mgn it myself ; I did not see Mr, Tertius agn it ; 
I have never seen it before 1 ' ' 

Mr. Halfpenny made a little snorting sound, got 
up from his chair, picked up the envelope which con- 
tained the will, walked over to his safe, deposited 
the envelope in some inner receptacle, came back, 
produced his snuff-box, took a hearty pinch of its 
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contents, snorted again, and looked hard at Bar- 
thorpe. 

"I don't Bee the least use in going on with thiat" 
he said. "We have heard vhat Mr. Tertios, as onft 
witness, says ; we have heard what Mr. Frank Borch- 
ill, aa the other witness, says. Mr. Tertins aa^ that 
he saw the will executed in Mr. Barchill's presence; 
Mr. Burchill denies that in the fullest and most un- 
qualified fashion. Why waste more timet We bad 
better separate." 

But Barthorpe laughed, maliciously. 

"Scarcely!" he said. "Yon brought us here. It 
was your own proposal. I assented. And now that 
we are here, and yon have beard — ^whst you have 
beard — I'm going to have my say. Tou have gone, 
all along, Mr. Halfpenny, on the assomption that 
the piece of paper which you have just replaced in 
your safe is a genoine wilL That's what you've said 
—I believe it's what you say now. I don't say so!" 

"What do you say it is, thent" demanded Mr. 
Halfpenny. 

Barthorpe slightly lowered bis voice. 

"I say it's a foi^ery!" he answered. "That, I 
hope, is plain language. A forgery — from the first 
word to its last." 

"Ohl" exclaimed Mr. Halfpenny, a little sneer- 
ingly. "And who's the forger, prayt" 

' ' That man, there I " said Barthorpe, suddenly 
pointing to Mr. Tertius. "He's the foi^r! I ac- 
cuse bim to bis face of forgii^ every word, every 
letter of it from the first stroke to the final one. And 
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m give ycm enongh evidence to prove it — enoagh 
evidence, at any rate, to prove it to any reasonable 
man or before a judge and jury. Forgery, I tell 
yon I" 

Mr. Hal^enny sat down again and became very 
calm and judicial. And he had at once to restrain 
Pe^e Wynne, who during Barthorpe's last speech 
had manifested signs of a desire to speab, and had 
iM^nn to produce a scaled packet from her muff." 

"Wait, my dear," said Mr, Halfpenny. "Do not 
speak just now — ^you shall have an opportunity later 
— leave this to me at present. So yon say you can 
prove that this will is a foi^ry, Mr. Barthorpe Hera- 
path t" he continaed, turning to the other side of the 
table. "Very well — since I suggested that you should 
come here, you shall certainly have the opportunity. 
But just allow me to ask Mr. Tertius a question — 
Terdus, you have heard what Mr. Frank Bnrchill has 
just saidT" 

"I havel" replied Mr. Tertiua. "And — I am 
amazedl" 

"Yon stand by what yon said yourself 1 You gave 
us a perfectly truthful account of the execntion of 
the Willi" 

"I stand by every word I said. I gave yon — ^will 
give it again, anywhere! — a perfectly truthful ac- 
count of the circnmstances under which the will was 
signed and witnessed. I have made no mistakes — I 
am under no hallucination. I am — astonished!" 

Mr. Halfpenny turned to Barthorpe with a wave 
of the hand. 
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"We are at your dispoBal, Mr. Barthorpe Hera- 
path, ' ' be aaid. ' ' I leave the rest of these proceedings 
to yoD. Yon have openly and nnqnalifiedly accused 
Hr. Tertina of forging the vill which we have all 
seen, and have said yon can prove' your accosations. 
Perhaps you'd better do it. Mind you I" he added, 
with a sudden heightening of tone, "mind you, I'm 
not asking yon to prove ai^hing. Bat if I know 
Tertius — and I think I do~he won't object to your 
aayiug aaything yon like — we shall, perhaps, get at 
the truth by way of what you say. So — say on I" 

"You're very kind," retorted Barthorpe. "I shall 
8^ onf But — I warned you — what I've got to s^ 
will give a good deal of pain to my cousin there. It 
would have been far better if you'd kept her out of 
this— still, she'd have had to hear it sooner or later 
in a court of justice " 

"It strikes me we shall have to hear a good deal 
in a court of justice — as yon say, sooner or later," 
interrupted Mr, Halfpenny, dryly. " So I don 't think 
you need siwre Miss Wynne. I should advise you to 
go on, and let us become acquainted with what you've 
got to tell us." 

"Barthorpe I*' eaiA Peggie, "I do net mind what 
pain you give me— yon can't give me much more 
than I've already been given this morning. But 
I wish" — she turned appealingly to Mr. Halfpenny 
and again began to draw the sealed packet from her 
muff — "I do wish, Mr. Halfpenny, you'd let me eaj 
something before " 

"Say nothing, my dear, at present," conuoanded 
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3fr. Halfpenny, finals. "Allow Mr. Barthorpe Hera- 
patli to have his say. Now, sir!" he went on, with a 
motion of hiB hand towards the younger solicitor. 
"Pray let as hear you." 

' ' In my own f aahion, ' ' retorted Bartborpe. 
"Toa're not a jn<^, yon know. Very good— if I 
give pain to you, Pe^ie. it'fi not my fault. Now, 
Hr. Halfpenny," he continued, turning and pointing 
contemptuonriy to Mr. Tertiua, "as this is wholly in- 
formal, in begin with an informal yet pertinent 
question, to you. Do you know who that man really 
ist" 

"I believe that gentleman, sir, to be Mr. John 
Christopher Tertius, and my very good and much- 
esteemed friend," replied Mr. Halfpenny, with as- 
perity. 

"Pshaw!" sneered Barthorpe. He turned to Pro- 
fessor Cox-Raythwaite. "Ill put the same question 
to you*" he scud. "Do yon know who he ist" 

"And I give you the same answer, sir," answered 
the professor. 

' ' No doubt ! ' ' sud Barthorpe, still sneeringly. 
"The fact is, neither of you know who he is. So 
111 tell you. He's an ex-convict He served a term 
of penal servitude for forgery — forgery, do you hear t 
And his real name is not Tertius. Wliat it is, and 
who he really is, and all about him, I 'm going to tell 
you. Fo^;eF— ex-convict — get that into your minds, 
all of you. Pot it's true!" 

Mr. Tertius, who had started vkibly as Barthorpe 
zapped out the first of his accusations, and had grown 
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paler ast hey went on, quietly rose fnnn his chair. 

"Before this goes farther, Halfpenny," lie said, 
"I Bhonld like to have s word in private with Uiaa 
Wynne. Afterwards— and I shan't detain her miHre 
than a moment — ^I shall have no objection to hearing 
anything that Mr. Bartborpe Herapath has to say. 
iSy dearl — step this way with me a moment, I beg." 

Mr. Halfpenny's private room was an apartment 
of considerable size, having in it two la^e recessed 
windows. Into one of these Mr. Tertins led Feggi^ 
and there be spoke a few quiet words to her. Bar- 
tborpe Herapatb affected to take no notice, bot the 
other men, watching them closely, saw the girl start 
at soncthing which Mr. Tertins said. But she in- 
stantly r^ained her self-possession and composore, 
and when she came back to the table her face, tboof^ 
pale, was firm and resolute. And Barthorpe looked at 
her th^, and his voice, when he spoke again, was less 
aggressive and more civil. 

"It's not to my taste to bring unpleasant family, 
scandals into public notice," he said, "and that's 
why I rather welcomed yonr proposal that we sbonld 
discuss this affair in private, Mr. Halfpenny. And 
now for wbai I've got to tell yon. I shall have to go 
back a long way in oar family history. My late 
ancle, Jacob Herapath, was the eldest of the three 
children of his father, Matthew Herapath, who was 
a medical practitioner at Qranchester in Yorkshire— 
a small town on the Yorkshire and Lancashire border. 
The three children were Jaeob, Richard, and Susan. 
.With the main outlines of Jacob Herapath 's carew I 
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believe we are all fairly well acquainted. He came 
to London as a yonth, and he prospered, and became 
wbat we know him to have been. Richard, my father, 
went oct to Canada, when be was very young, settled 
there, and there he died. 

"Now we come to Susan, the only dai^hter. Susan 
Herapath, at the age of twenty, married a man named 
iWynne — ^Arthur John "Wynne, who at that time was 
about twenty-five years of age, was the secretary and 
treaaarer of a recently formed railway — a sort of 
branch railway on the coast, which bad its head office 
at Soathampton, a coast town. In Soothampton, this 
Arthur John Wynne and his wife settled down. At 
the end of a year their first child was bom — my cousin 
Margaret, who is here with ns. When she — I am 
patting all this as briefly as I can — ^when she was 
about eighteen months old a sad affair happened. 
Wynne, who bad been living in a style very much 
above his position, was suddenly arrested on a charge 
of forgery. Investigations proved that be had eze- 
CQted a number of most stilful and clever foi^eries, 
by which he had defrauded his employers of a large 
— a very large — amount of money. He was sent for 
trial to the assizes at Lancaster, he was found guilty, 
and he was sentenced to seven years' penal servitude. 
And almost at once after the trial bis wife died. 

"Here my late uncle, Jacob Herapath, came for- 
ward. He went north, assumed posseesion and guard- 
ianship of the child, and took ber away from South- 
ampton. He took her into Buckinghamshire and 
there placed her in the eare of some people named 
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BrUtowe, who were tarmees near Aylesbaiy and whom 
h« knew very welL In the care o( Mrs. Bristowe, tha 
child remained until she waa between six and aeren 
yeaxB old. Then ehe was removed to Jacob Hera- 
path 'a own house in Fortman Square, where she baa 
remained ever unce. My eouain, I believe, has a very 
accurate recollection of her residence with the Bris- 
towes, and she will remember beii^ brought from 
Bnekin^iamahire to Iiondon at the time I have spokui - 
ot" 

Barthorpe pansed for a moment and looked at 
Veggie. But P^gie, who was liatening intently witii 
downcast head, made no remark, and he presently 
continued. 

"Now, not so very long after that — I mean, after 
the child was brought to Portraan Square — another 
persm came to the house aa a permanent resident. 
His name was given to the servants as Mr. Tertioa. 
The conditions of bis residence were somewhat pecu- 
liar. He bad rooms of his own ; he did aa he liked. 
Sometimes he joined Jacob Herapath at meals; some- 
times he did not. There waa an air of mystery about 
him. "What waa itT I will tell you in a word — ^the 
mystery or its secret, was this — the man Tertiua, who 
sits there now, was in reality the girl's father 1 Ha 
was Arthur John Wynne, the ex-convict — ^the clever 
forger I" 
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COLD STEEL 

The two men who formed what one may call the 
alien and impartial audience at that table were am- 
tuoUy and simil&rlf impressed b; a certaia featnra 
of Barthorpe Herapath's speech — its exceeding ma- 
levolence. As he went on from sentence to sentence, 
his eyes continually tamed to Mr. Tertius, who sat, 
composed and impassive, listening, and in them waa 
a gleam which could not be mistaken — ^the gleam of 
bitter, personal dislike. Mr. Halfpenny and Profes- 
sor Cox-Baythwaite both saw that look and drew 
their own conclusions, and when Barthorpe spat ont 
his last words, the man of science turned to the man 
of law and muttered a sharp sentence in Latin which 
no one else caught. And Mr. Halfpenny nodded and 
muttered a word or two back before he turned to 
Barthorpe. 

"Even supposing — mind, I only say supposing — 
even supposing you are correct in all you say — and 
I don't know that you are," he said, "what yon have 
put before us does nothing to prove that the will which 
we have just inspected is not what we believe it to 
be — we, at any rate — the valid will of Jacob Hero- 
patb. Yon know as well as I do that you'd have to 
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give stronger groimdB than that before a judge and 
jury-" 

"111 give 70a my grounds," answwed Barthorpe 
eagerly. He bent over the table in his eagemess, and 
the old lawyer suddenly realized that Barthorpe gen- 
ninely believed himself to be in the right. "Ill give 
you my grounds without reserve. Consider them — 
111 check them off, point by point — ^yoa can follow 
them: 

"First. It was well known — to me, at any rate, 
tbat my uncle Jacob Herapsth, had never made a 
will. 

"Second. Is it not probable that if he wanted to 
make a will be would have employed me, who bad 
acted as his solicitor for fifteen years t 

"Third. I had a conversation with him about mak- 
ing a will just under a year ago, and he then said 
he'd have it done, and he mentioned that he should 
divide his estate equally between me and my cousin 
there. 

"Fourth. Mr. Burchill here absolutely denies all 
knowle<^e of this alleged will. 

"Fifth. My uncle'a handwriting, as you all know, 
was exceedingly plain and very eai^ to imitate. 
Burchill 'b handwriting is similarly plain — of the 
copperplate sort — and just as easy to imitate. 

' ' Sixth, That man across there is an expert forger I 
I have the account of his trial at Lancaster AssizeB~> 
the evidence shows that his work was most expert 
Is it likely that his hand should have lost its cunning 
' — even after several years f 
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"Seventh. That man there had every opportunity 
of forging this wiU. With his experience and knowl- 
edge it wonld be a simple matter to him. He did it 
with the idea of getting everythii^ into the hands of 
his own daughter, of defrauding me of my just lights. 
Since my uncle's death he has made two attempts to 
see Burchill privately — whyT To square him, of 
course ! And ■" 

Mr. Tertius, who bad been gazing at the taUe 
while Barthorpe went through these points, suddenly 
lifted his head and looked at Mr. Halfpenny. Hia 
nsoal nervonaneas seemed to have left him, and there 
was something very like a smile of contempt about 
his lips when he spoke. 

"I think, Halfpenny," he said quietly, "I really 
think it is time all this extraordinary farce — ^for it is 
nothing less ! — came to an end. May I be x^rmitted 
to ask Mr. Barthorpe Herapath a few questionBt" 

" So far as I am concerned, as many as yoa please, 
Tertius," replied Mr. Halfpenny. "Whether hell 
answer them or not is another matter. He ought to." 

"I shall answer them if I please, and I shall not 
answer them if I don't want to," said Barthorpa 
sullenly. "Yon can put them, anyway. But they'll 
make no difference — I know what I'm talking about." 

"So do I," said Mr. Tertius. "And really, as we 
come here to get at the truth, it will be all the better 
for everybody concerned if yoa do answer my qnes< 
tions. Now — ^you say I am in reality Arthnr Wynne, 
the father of your cousin, the brother-in-law of Jacob 
Herapath. What you have said about Arthur John 
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Wynne is nnfortrmately only too troe. It is tma 
that he erred and was ponisbed— eererely. In dae 
eoorse he w»it to Portland. I want to ask yon what 
became of him afterwards T — ^yoa say yoa have fnll 
knowledge." 

"Toa mean, what became of yon afterwards," 
eneered Barthorpe. "I know when yon left Portland. 
Ton left it for London — and yon came to London to 
be sheltered, under your assumed name, by Jacob 
Herapath." 

"No more than that!" asked Mr. Tertios. 

"That's enough," answered Barthorpe. "You left 
Portland in April, 1897 ; you came to London whea 
you were discharged; in June of that year you'd 
taken up your residence under Jacob Herapath's roof. 
And it's no use your tiyii^ to bluff me — I've traced 
yonr moTemeutsI" 

"With the aid, no doubt, of Ur. Burchill there," 
observed Mr. Tertius, dryly, "But " 

Burchill drew himself up, 

"Sir!" be exclaimed. "That is an unwarrantable 
assumption, and " 

"Unwarrantable assumptions, Mr. Burchill, appear 
to be present in great quantity," interrupted Mr. 
Tertius, with an air of defiance which surprised every- 
body. "Don't you interrupt me, sir! — III deal with 
yon before long in a way that will astonish you. 
Now, Mr. Barthorpe Herapath," he went on, turning 
to that person with determination, "I will astonish 
you somewhat, for I honestly believe you really have 
some belief in what yon say. I am not Arthur John 
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"Wynne. I am what I have always been — John Chrift- 
topher Tertina, as a considerable nmnber of people in 
this town can prove. But I knew Arthar John 
Wynne. When he left Portland he came to me here 
in London — at the soggesdon of Jacob Herapath. I 
then lived in Bloomabory — I had recently lost my 
wife. I took Wynne to live with me. Bat he had 
not long to live. If yon had searched into matters 
more deeply, yon woold have foond that he got hia 
diacharge earlier than he woold have done in the 
oaual coarse, beoaase of his health. As a matter of 
fact, he was very ill when he came to me, and he died 
fliz weeks after his arrival at my hoase. He is buried 
in the churchyard of the village from which he orig- 
inally came — in Wales — and yon can inspect all the 
documents relating to his death, and see bis grave if 
you care to. After his death, for reasons into which 
I need not go, I went to live with Jacob Herapath. 
It was his great desire — and mine — ^that Wynne's 
daughter, your conain, should never know her father's 
sad history. But for you she never would have known 
it! And — that is a plain answer to what you have 
had to allege gainst me. Now, sir, let me ask you a 
plain question. Who invented this cock-and-boll 
story t You don't reply — readily t Shall I assist 
yoQ by a suggestion! Was it that man who sits by 
yon — Borcbilll For Burehill knows that he has lied 
vilely and shamelessly this morning — Burehill knows 
that he did see Jacob Herapath sign that will — 
Burehill knows that that will was duly witnessed by 
himself and by me in the presence of each other and 
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of the testator! Qod bless my booI!" exclaimed Ur. 
Tertios, thtunping the table vehemently. "Why, man 
alive, yonr cousin Margaret has a docnment hen 
which proves that that will is all right — a docomeot 
written by Jacob Herapatb himself 1 Bring it oat, 
my dear — confound these men with an indispntable 
proof 1" 

Bat before P^gie conld draw the packet from her 
muff, Borchill had risen and was showing signs of 
retreat And Barthorpe, now pale with anger and 
perplezi^, had risen too — and he was looking at 
BarchilL 

Mr. Halfpenny looked at both men. Then hs 
pointed to their chairs. "Hadn't yon better sit down 
againt" he said. "It aeaaa to me that we're jnst 
arriving at the most interesting stage of these proceed* 
ings." 

Borchill stepped towards the door. 

"1 do not propose to stay in company in which I 
am ruthlessly insulted," he said. "It is, of course, 
a question of my word against Mr. Tertius's. Ws 
shall see. As for the present, I do." 

' ' Stop I ' ' said Barthorpe. He moved toward! 
Borchill, motiomog him towards the window in which 
Peggie and Mr. Tertius had spoken tt^etber. "Here 
— a word with you I ' ' 

But Borchill made for the door, and Mr. HaU^tenny 
nudged Professor Cox-Raythwaite. 

"I say— BtopI" exclaimed Barthorpe. "There's 
some explanation " 

He was about to lay a hand on the door when Hr. 
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Halfpenny toached a bell -which stood in front of 
him on the table. And at its sharp sound the door 
opened from without, and Barchill fell back at what 
he saw — fell back upon Barthorpe, who looked past 
him, and started in his tarn. 

"Great Scot!" said Barthorpe. "Police!" 

Davidge came quickly and quietly in — ^three other 
men with him. And in the room from which they 
emerged Barthorpe saw more men, many more men, 
and with them an eager, excited face which he some- 
how recognized — the face of the little Argus reporter 
who had asked him and Selwood for news on the 
morning after Jacob Herapath's murder. 

Bat Barthorpe had no time to waste thoughts on 
Triffitt. He suddenly became alive to the fact that 
two exceedingly strong men had seized his arms ; that 
two others had similarly seized Bnrchill. The pallor 
died out of his face and gave place to a dull glow of 
anger. 

"Now, thent" he growled. ""What's all thial" 

"The same for both of you, Mr. Herapath," an- 
swered Davidge, cheerfully and in business-like fash- 
ion. "I'll ehai^ both you and Mr. Burchill form- 
ally when we've got you to the station. You're both 
under arrest, yon know. And I may aa well warn 
you " 

* ' Nonsense 1 ' ' exclaimed Barthorpe. * ' Arrest t — 
on what charget" 

"Charge will be the same for both," answered 
Davidge coolly. "The murder of Jacob Herapath." 

A dead silence fell on the room. Then Fe^e 
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IWytine cried oat, and Barthorpe saddenly made a 
spring at BarchiU. 

"You Tillainl" he aaid in a low concentrated voice. 
"Yon've done me, yon devill Let me get my bands 

The other men, Triffltt on their heela, eame bnst- 
ling into the room, obedient to Davidge's lifted finger. 

"Put the handenffa on both of 'em,'* commanded 
Davidge. "Can't take any chances, Mr. Herapath, 
if you lose your temper — the other gentleman " 

It was at that moment that the other gentleman 
took his chance. While Barthorpe Herapath had 
foolishly allowed faimself to become warm and ex- 
cited, Borchill had remained cool and watchful and 
calcolating. And now in the slight diversion mads 
by the entrance of the other detectives, he suddenly 
and adroitly threw off the grasp of the men who held 
him, darted through the open door on to the stairs, 
and had vanished before Davidge could cry out. 
Davidge darted too, the other police darted, Mr. Half- 
penny amote his bell and shouted to his derka. Bnt 
the clerks were downstairs, out of hearing, and the 
police were fleshy men, slow of movement, while 
Burchill was slippery as an eel and f^e as an athlete. 
Moreover, Burchill, during his secretaryship to Jacob 
Herapath, had constantly visited Mr. Halfpenny's 
office, and wss as well acquainted with Its ins and 
outs as its tenant ; he knew where, in those dark stairs 
there was a side stair which led to a private door in a 
neighbouring alley. And while the pursuers blnn- 
dered this way and that, he calmly (dipped out to 
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freedom, and, in a eoaple of minutes was mingling 
with tbe crowds in a busy thoToughfare, safe for 
that time. 

Then Davidge, cnning hia men and his lack, took 
Barthorpe Herapath away, and Triffitt niahed head- 
long to Fleet Street, seething with excitement and 
tuimming with news. 
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PB0FSSS8I0N.AL AHALTBIS 

The Argus came out in great st^le next monung, 
and it and Triffitt cootinned to give its vast circle of 
readers a similar feast of excitement for a good tea 
days. Triffitt, in fact, went almost foodleas and sleep- 
less; there was bo mnch to do. To begin with, there 
was the daily hue and cry after Burehill, who had. 
disappeared as completely as if his familiar evil spirits 
bad carried him bodily away from the very door of 
Halfpenny and Farthii^'a office. Then there was 
the bringing up of Barthorpe Herapath before the 
magistrate at Bow Street, and the proceedings at the 
adjourned coroner's inquest. It was not until the 
tenth day that anything like a breathing space came. 
But the position of affairs on that tenth day was a 
fairly clear one. The coroner's jury had returned a 
verdict of wilful murder gainst Barthorpe Herapath 
and Frank Burehill; the magistrate had committed 
Barthorpe for trial ; the police were stUl hunting high 
and low for Burehill. And there was scarcely a soul 
who had beard the evidence before the coroner and 
the magistrate who did not believe that both the sus- 
pected men were guil^ and that both — ^when BnrchHl 
bad been caught-— would ere long stand in the Old 
Bailey dock and eventually hear themselves sentoiced 
to the scaffold. 

2» 
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Ooe man, however, believed nothing of the sort, 
and that man was Professor Cox-Raythwaite. Hia 
big, burly form had been very mnch in evidence at 
all the proceedings before coroner and magistrate. 
He bad followed every scrap of testimony with the 
most Bcmpnlons care; he had made notes from time 
to time; be had ^ven up his leisore moments, and 
stolen some from hia proper pnrsnits, to a deep eoa- 
sideration of the case as presented by the police. And 
on the afternoon which saw Bartborpe committed to 
take hia trial, he went away from Bow Street, alone, 
thinking more deeply than ever. He walked home to 
his hoDse in Eudalei^ Gardens, head bent, hands 
clasped behind bis big back, tbe very incarnation of 
deep and ponderous mnsiiig. He shnt himself in his 
■tndy ; he threw himself into his easy chiur before his 
hearth ; he remained smoking infinite tobacco, staring 
into vacancy, until his dinner-bell rang. He roosed 
himself to eat and drink; then he went out into the 
street, bought all the evening newspapers he conld lay 
hands on, and, hailing a taxi-cab, drove to Portman 
Square. 

Peggie, Mr. Tertins, and Selwood had just dined ; 
the7 were sitting in a quiet little parlour, silent and 
melancholy. The disgrace of Barthorpe's arrest, of 
tbe revelations before coroner and magistrate, of his 
committal on the capital charge, had reduced Peggie 
to a state of intense misery; tbe two men felt hope- 
leasly unable to give her any comfort. To both, tbe 
entrance of Cox-Raythwaite came as a positive relief. 
Cox-Baythwaite, shown into the presence of these 
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three, dosed the door in a {aahion wliich showed that 
he did not wish to be disturbed, came silently acroM 
the room, and drew a chair into the midst of tha 
diaconsolate group. Hia glance round commanded at- 



"Now, my friends," he said, plunging straight into 
his subject, "if we don't wish to see Barthorpe hanged, 
we've jnst got to stir ouradvesl I've come here to 
begin the stirring." 

Peggie looked ap with a sudden heightening of 
colour. Mr. Tertius slowly shook his head. 

"Pitiable!" be mormnred. "Pitiable, most pitia- 
ble! Bat the evidraice, my dear Cox-Baythwaite, the 
evidence I I only wish " 

"I've been listening to all the evidence that could 
be brooght before coroner's jury and magistrate in 
police court," broke in the Professor. "Listening 
with all my ears until I know every acrap of it by 
heart. And for four solid hours this afternoon I'vs 
been analysii^ it. I'm going to analyse it to yon — 
and then I'U show you why it doesn't satisfy me. 
Give me your close attention, all of you." 

He drew a little table to his elbow, lud his bundle 
of papers upon it, and began to talk, checking off his 
points on the tips of his big, chemical-stained fingers. 

"Now," he said, "well just go through the evi- 
dence which has been brought against these two men, 
Barthorpe and BurchiU, which evidence has resulted 
in Barthorpe beiog committed for trial and in the 
police's increased anxiety to lay hold of BnrchitL 
The police theory, after all, is a very simple one — 
let's take it and their evidence point by point 
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"1. The police say tltat Jacob Herapatb came to 
his death aa the reaiilt of a conspiracy between 
hifi nephew Barthorpe Herapatb and Frank 
Bnrchill. 

"2. They say that the proof that that conspira^ 
existed is found in certain docomenta discov- 
ered by Davidge at Bnrchill 's flat, in which 
docTunenta Barthorpe covenants to p^ Bnr- 
chill ten per cent, of the valne of the Herapath 
property if and when he, Barthorpe, comes 
into it. 

"3. The police argue that this conspiracy to mor- 
der Jacob Herapath and upset the will was in 
existence before November 12th — in other 
words that the idea of upsetting the will came 
first, and that the murder arose out of it. 

"4. In support of thifl they have proved that Bar- 
thorpe was in close touch with BurchiU as soon 
as the murder was committed — afternoon of the 
flame day, at any rate — and therefore presum- 
ably had been in close touch with him previ- 
ously. 

"6. They have proved to the full a certain matter 
about which there is no doubt — ^that Barthorpe 
was at the estate office about the time at which, 
according to medical evidence, his nnele was 
murdered, that he subsequently put on hia 
uncle's coat and hat and visited this house, and 
afterwards returned to the estate office. That, 
I say, is certain — and it is the most damning 
Udng against Barthorpe. 

"6. Accenting to the police, then, Barthorpe was 
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tlie aetnal murderer, end Buxcliill was an ac- 
cessory before the fact. There is no eridenca 
that Borchill was near the estate ofQce that 
ni^t. Bat that, of coarse, doesn't matter — 
if, oa the police sogxest, there is evidence that 
the conspiracy to kill Jacob Herapatb existed 
before November 12th, then it doesn't matter 
at all whether Barchill took an active part in 
it or not — he's guilty as accessory." 

The Professor here paused and smote hia bundle 
of papers. Then be lifted and wagged one of hia 
great fingers. 

"But!" he exclaimed. "But — but — always a bat! 
And the but in this case is a mighty one. It's this — 
did that conspiracy exist before November 12th T 
Did it — did iti It's a great point — it's a great point. 
Now, we all know that this morning, before he was 
committed, Barthorpe, much against the wishes of 
his legal advisers, insisted, forcibly insisted, on mak- 
ing a statement. It's in the evening papers here, ver- 
batim. Ill read it to you carefully — ^you heard him, 
all of yoa, but I want yon to hear it again, read 
slowly. Consider it — ^think of it carefully — ^remember 
the circumstances under which it's made!" 

He tamed to the table, selected a newspapw, and 
read: 

" 'The accused, having insisted, in spite of evi- 
dent strong dissaamon from his counsel, upon mak- 
ing a statement, said: "I wish to tell the plain and 
absolute truth about my concern with this affair. 
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I have heaid the evidence given b7 Tarions wit- 
neBBes as to my fintmcial position. That evidence 
is more or less tma I lost a lot of money last win- 
ter in betting and gambling. I was not aware that 
mj position was known to my ancle nntil one of 
these vritnesaes revealed that my uncle had been 
employii^ private inquiry agents to find it out. 
I was meaning, when his death oecnrred, to make 
a clean breast to him. I was on the beat of terms 
with him — ^whatever he may have known, it made 
no difference that I ever noticed in his behaviour 
to me. I was not aware that my uncle had made a 
wilL He never mentioned it to me. Abont & year 
ago, there was some joking conversation between 
na aboat making a will, and I said to him that he 
ought to do it, and ^ve me the job, and he replied, 
laughingly, that he sapposed he would have to, 
some time. I solemnly declare that on November 
12th I hadn't the ^ost of a notion that he had made 
a wilL 

" ' "On November 12th last, abont five o'clock 
in the afternoon, I received a note from my onde, 
asking me to meet him at his estste office, at mid- 
night. I had often met him there at that time — 
there was nothing nnasDal about such an appoint- 
ment I went there, of course — I walked there 
from my flat in the Adelphi. I noticed when I 
got there that my ancle's brougham was being 
slowly driven round the square across the road. 
The outer door of the office was slightly open. I 
was surprised. The usual Uiing when I made late 
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calls vas for m« to ring a bell which aoonded in 
my uncle's pmate room, and he then came and 
admitted me. I went in, and down the faall, and I 
then sasr that the door of his room waa also open. 
The electric light was boming. I went in. I at 
once saw my uncle — he was lying between the desk 
and the hearth, qoite dead. There was a revolver 
lying near. I touched his hand and found it was 
qoite warm. 

" ' "I looked roond, and seeing no sign of any 
atmggie, I condoded that my nnde had shot him- 
self. I noticed that hia keys were lying on the 
desk. Wa fur-collared overcoat and slooch hat 
were thrown on a sofa. Of course, I was much up* 
Bet. I went outside, meaning, I believe, to call the 
caretaker. Everything was very still in the house. 
I did not calL I began to think. I knew I was 
in 8 strange position. I knew my uncle's death 
would make a vast difference to me. I was next 
of kin. I wanted to know how things stood — ^how 
I was left. Something suggested itself to me. I 
think the overcoat and hat sn^ested it. I put on 
the hat and coat, took the keys from the table, and 
the latch-k^ of the Portman Square house from 
my uncle's waistcoat pocket, turned out the light, 
went out, closed both doors, went to the brougham, 
and was driven away. I saw very well that Uie 
coachman didn't know me at all — ^he thought I was 
his master. 

" * "I have heard the evidence about my visit to 
Portman Square. I stopped there some time. I 
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mtde a fairly complete search for a will and didn't 
find anTthing. It is qoite trae that I used one of 
the glaaseB, and ate a sandwich, and Yery likeljr I 
did bite into another. It's tme, too, that I have 
lost two front teeth, and that the evidence of that 
oonld be in the sandwich. All that's trne— I admit 
it. It's alBo qnite trae that I got the taxi-cab at 
two o'clock at the comer ol Orchard Street and 
drove back to Kensington. I re-entered the office; 
everything was as I'd left it I took off the eoat 
and hat, pat the keys nnder some loose papers on 
the table, tamed out the light and went home to 
my fiat. 

" ' "Now I wish to tell the absolute, honest trath 
about Barchill and the will. When I heard of and 
saw the will, after Mr. Tertioa produced it, I went 
to see Bnrchill at his flat. I had never seen him, 
never eommunicated with him in any way what- 
ever since he had left my uncle's service until that 
afternoon. I had got his address from a letter 
which I found in a pocket-book of my uncle 's, which 
I took possession of when the police and I searched 
his effects. I went to see Bnrchill about the will, 
of coarse. When I said that a will had been found 
he fenced with me. He would only reply ambig- 
uously. Eventually he asked me, point4)lank, if I 
would make it worth his while if he aided me in ap- 
aetting the will. I replied that if he coold— which 
I doubted — I would. He told me to call at ten 
o'clock that night. I did so. He then told me 
what I had nercr suspected— that Mr. Teriina was, 
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in reality, Arthar John Wynne, a convicted foi^^er. 
He gave me bis proolB, and I vas fool enongh to 
believe them. He then snggested that it voald be 
the eaaiest thing in the world, considering WTnne'a 
record, to prove that he had forged the will for his 
daughter's benefit He offered to aid in this if I 
would sign docnments giving him ten per cent, of 
the total value of my uncle's estate, and I was 
foolish enough to ooosent, and to mga. I solemnly 
declare that the entire suggestion about upsetting 
the will came from Bnxchill, and that there was no 
eonspiraey between tib of any sort whatev^ pre- 
viooB to that night. Whatever may hi^pen, I've 
told this court the absolute, definite tmthl" ' " 

Professor Cox-Eaythwaite folded np the newspaper, 
laid it on the little table, and brought bis big band 
down on his knee with an emphatic smack. 

"Now, then!" he said. "In my deliberate, coldly 
reasoned opinion, that statement ia true! If they 
hang Barthorpe, they'll hang an innocent man. But 
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THH BEIUND PRISON 

Mr, Tertitu broke the significant silence which tol- 
lowed. He shook his head sadly, and sighed deeply. 

"Ah, those bats!" he said. "As you remarked 
JTist DOW, Cox-Baythwaite, there is always a bat. 
Mow, this particnlar one — what is it!" 

"Let me finish my sentence," responded the Pro* 
feasor, "I say, I do not believe Barthorpe to bo 
gailty of morder, thoagfa gnilty enongh of a partic- 
ularly mean, dirty, and sneaMng conspiracy to de- 
fraad his cousin. Yes, innocent of mordep— bat it 
will be a stiff job to prore bis innocence. Aa things 
stand, hell be hanged safe enongh ! Yon know what 
onr juries are, Tertios — evidence sncb as that which 
has been pat before the coroner and the ma^trata 
will be quite sufScient to damn him at the Old Bail^. 
Ample ! ' ' 

"What do yon suggest, thent" asked Mr. TertiuB. 

"Suggeation," answered the Professor, "is a diflS- 
colt matter. Bat there are two things — perhaps more, 
bat certainly two — on which I want light. The first 
is — ^nobody has succeeded in unearthing the man who 
went to the Hoase of Commons to see Jacob on the 
night of the murder. In spite of everything, adver- 
tisements and all tbe rest of it, he's never come for- 
235 
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ward. If 70a remember, Halfpemi? had a tbeory 
that the letter and the object which Monntidn saw 
Jacob hand to that man were a note to the Safe De- 
posit people and the key of the 8af& Now we know 
that's not so, becaose no one ever brought amy letter 
to the Safe Deposit people and nobody's ever opened 
the safe. Halfpenny, too, believed, during the period 
of the police officials' masterly silence, that that man 
bad put himself in commnnication with them. Now 
we know that the police have never heard anything 
whatever of him, have never traced him. I'm con- 
vinced that if we conld nnearth that man we should 
learn aomething. Bat how to do it, I don't know." 

"And the other pointt" asked Selwood, after a 
pause during which everybody seemed to be mmin- 
ating deeply. "Ton mentioned two." 

"The other point," replied the Professor, "is one 
on which I am goii^ to make a practical suggestion. 
It's this — ^I believe that Barthorpe told the truth in 
that statement of his which I've' just read to yon, bat 
I should like to know if he told all the tmth — all I 
He may have omitted some slight thing, some infini- 
tesimal circumstance " 

' ' Do yon mean about himself or — ^what ! ' ' asked Sel- 
wood. 

"I mean ^me very — or seemingly very — slight 
thing, during his two visits to the estate ofBce that 
night, which, however slight it may seem, would form 
a due to the real murderer," answered the Professor. 
"He mi^ have seen somethii^, noticed something, and 
forgotten it, or not attached great importance to it. 
And, in short," he continued, with added emphasiB, 
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"in abort, my frienda, Barthorpe must be suited, 
intepviewed, qrffertioned — not merely by his legal ad- 
TiBen, but by some friend, and the very person to do 
it" — ^here he turned and laid bis great hand on 
P^gic'fl shoulder — "is — ^yon, my dearl" 

"II" exclaimed PeKie- 

"Ton, certainly I Nobody better. He will tell yon 
what he wonld tell no one else," said the Professor. 
*'You're the person. Am I not right, Tertinat" 

"I think you are right," assented Mr. Tertins. 
"Tea, I think ao." 

"But— he's in prisonl" said Peggie. "WiH th«y 
let met" 

"Oh, that's all right," answered the Professor. 
"Halfpeni^ will arrange that like winking. Yon 
must go at once — and Selwood there will go with you. 
Far better for you two young people to go than for 
either Halfpenny, or Tertins, or myself. Tonth in- 
■vitea confidence." 

P^gie turned and looked at Selwood. 

"Tou'll got" she asked. 

Selwood felt his cheds flush and rose to conceal 
his sudden show of feeling. "Ill go' anywhere and 
do anythingt" he answered quietly. "I don't know 
whether my opinion's worth having, but I think 
exactly as Professor Cox-Raj^waite does about this 
aflfair. But — ^who's the guilty mant, la it — can it 
be BnrchiUt If what Barthorpe Herspath saya about 
that will affair is trae, Bnrehill is cunning and subtle 
enough for ■" 

"Bnrehill, my dear lad, is at present out of onr 
ken," interrupted Coz-Rsythwaite. "Barthorpe, 

'AAMglc 
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iiawever, is very mneh within it, and Halfpenny must 
arrange for yon tvo to see him withoat delay. And 
once closeted with him, yon mnst talk to him for his 
sonl's good — get him to search his memory, to think 
of every detail he can rake np — above everything, if 
there's anything he's keeping back, beg him, on your 
knees if necessary, to make a clean breast of it. Other- 
Two days later Peggie, sick at heart, and Selwood* 
nervous and fidgety, aat in a room which gave both of 
than a feeling as of partial saffocation. It was not 
that it was not big enough for two people, or for six 
people, or for a dozen people to sit in — ^there was 
space for twenty. "What oppressed them was the 
horrible sense of formality, the absence of life, coloor, 
of anything but sure and solid security, the intrusive 
spick-and-spannesB, the blatant cleanliness, the con- 
scions odour of some sort of soap, used presnmably 
for washing floors and walls, the whole crying atmoB- 
phere of incarceration. The barred window, the pic- 
tureless walls, the official look of the utterly plain 
chairs and tables, the grilles of iron bars which cut 
the place in half — ^these things oppressed the girl so 
profoundly that she felt as if a sharp scream was 
the only thing that wonld relieve her pent-up feel- 
ings. And as she sat there with thumping heart, 
dresdit^ the appearance of her conmn behind those 
bars, yet wishing intensely that he would come, P^gie 
had a sodden fearful realization of what it really 
meant to fall into the hands of josticoL There, some- 
where close by, no doubt, Barthorpe was able to move 
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hands and feet, legs and anns, body and head — ^bat 
within limits. He could pace a cell, he could tramp 
round an exercise yard, he could eat and drink, ha 
could use his tongue when allowed, he could do many 
thills — but always within limits. He was held — held 
by an unseen power which could materialize, could 
make itself very much seen, at a second's notice. 
There he would stop until he was carried o£E to his 
trial; he would come and go daring that trial, the 
unseen power always holding him. And one day he 
would either go out of the power's clutches — free, or 
he would be carried off, not to this remand prison 
but a certain cell in another place in which he would 
sit, or lounge, or lie, with nothing to do, until a 
bustling, businesslike man came in one morning with 
a little group of officials and in his hand a bundle of 
leather straps. Heidi — by the strong, never-relaxing 
clutch of the law. That 

"Buck up!" whispered Selwood, in the blunt lan< 
guage of irreverent, yet good-natured, youth. "He'a 
coming! " 

Peggie looked up to see Barthorpe staring at her 
through the iron bars. He was not over good to look 
at. He had a two days' beard on his face; his linen 
was not fresh; his clothes were pnt on untidily; he 
atood with his hands in his pockets Imnpisbly — the 
change wrought by incarceration, even of that com- 
parative sort, was great. He looked both sulky and 
aheepish ; he gave Selwood no more than a curt nod ; 
his first response to his eoosiu was of the nature of a 
growL 
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"Hanged if I know what youVe come for!" he 
said. "What's the good of it t Yoa may mean wellt 
but ." 

"Oh, Barthorpe, how can yon I" exclaimed Peg^ 
' ' Of course we Ve come I Do yon think it poasible we 
ahooldn 't come T Yon know Tery well we all believa 
you innocent." 

"Who's alll" demanded Barthoppe, haU-sneeT- 
ingly. "Yourself, perhapa, and the parlour-mud 1" 

"All of na," said Sdwood, thinking it was time & 
man spoke. "Cox-Baythwaite, Mr. Tertins, myself. 
That's a fact, anyhow, so you'd better grasp it." 

Barthorpe straightened himself and looked keenly 
at Selwood. Then he spoke naturally and simply. 

"I'm much obliged to you, Selwood," he said. 
"I'd shake hands with yon if I could. I'm obliged 
to the others, too — especially to old Tertins — I've 
wronged him, no donbt But" — ^here his face grew 
dark and savage — "if you only knew how I was 
tricked by that devil! Is he caught t — ^that's what I 
want to know." 

"No I" answered Selwood. "But never mind him 
— we've come here to see what we can do for you. 
That's the important thing." 

"What can anybody dol" said Barthorpe, with a 
mirthless langh. "Yon know all the evidence. It's 
enough — ^they'll hang me on it!" 

"Barthorpe, you mustn't 1" expostulated Peggie. 
"That's not the way to treat things. Tell him," she 
went on, turning to Selwood, "tell him all that Pro- 
fessor Cox-Raythwaite said the other night." 

Selwood repeated the gist of the Professor's argn- 
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ments and suggestions, and Barthorpe began to show 
Bome interest. But at the end lie shook his head. 

"I don't know that there's anything more that I 
can tell," he said. "WhateTer anybody may think, 
I t(fld the entire troth about myself and this affair 
in that statement before the magistrate. Of coarse, 
you know they didn't want me to say a word — my 
legal advisers, I mean. They were dead against it. 
But you see, I was resolved on it — I wanted it to get 
in the papers. I told everything in that I tried to 
pat it as plainly as I could. No — I've told the main 
facts." 

"Bnt aren't there any. little facts, Barthorpet" 
asked P^gie. "Can't yon think of any small thing 
— was there nothing that would give — I don't know 
how to put it" 

"Anything that yoa can think of that would give 
a clue!" soire*8ted Selwood. "Was there nothing . 
you noticed — ^was there anything " 

Barthorpe appeared to be thinking; then to be hesi- 
tatii^; — finally, he looked at Selwood a little shame- 
facedly. 

"Well, tbare were one or two things that I didn't 
tell," he said. "I — the fact is, I didn't think they 
were of importance. One of them was about that key 
to the Safe Deposit You know you and I couldn't 
find it when we searched the office that morning. 
Well, I had found it. Or rather, I took it off the 
hunch of keys. I wanted to search the safe at the 
Safe Depost myself. But I never did. I don't 
know whether the detectives have found it or not — I 
Gatm it into a drawer at my ofiBce in which there are 
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a lot of other keya. But, you know, there's nothing 
in that — ^nothing at all." 

"Ton Baid one or two other things just now," ie< 
marked Selwood. "That's one — ^what's the other?" 

Barthorpe hesitated. The three were not the only 
oocnpants of that gloomy room, and though the oflOeial 
ears might have been graven out of stone, he felt their 
presence. 

"Don't keep anything back, Barthorpe," pleaded 
P^gie. 

"Oh, well!" responded Barthorpe. "Ill teU you, 
thoi^iih I don't know what good it will do. I didnt 
tell this, because — well, of course, it's not exactly a 
thing a man likea to tell. When I looked over Uncle 
Jacob's desk, juat after I found him dead, you know, 
I found a hundred-pound note lying there. I put it 
in my pocket. Hundred-ponnd notes weren't plenti- 
ful, you know," he went on with a grim smile. "Of 
conrse, it was a shabby thing to do, sort of robbing 
the dead, yon know, but " 

"Do you see any way in which that can helpT" 
asked Selwood, whose mind was not disposed to dwell 
on nice questions of morality or conduct. "Does any- 
thii^ suggest itself t" 

"Why, this," answered Barthorpe, rubbing his 
chin. "It was a brand-new note. That's puzzled me 
— that it should be lying there amongst papers. Yoa 
m^ht go to Uncle Jacob 's bank and find out when ha 
drew it — or rather, if he'd been drawing money that 
day. He used, as yon and I know, to draw consider- 
able amounts in notes. And — ^it's only a notion — if 
he'd drawn anything big that d^, and he had it on 
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him that night, why, there's a motive theve. Some- 
body may have known he'd a considerable amonnt on 
him and have followed him in there. Don't forget 
that I fonnd both doois open when I west there 1 
That's a point that mostn't be overlooked." 

"There's absolately nothing else yon can think 
of!" asked Selwood. 

Barthorpe shook his head. No — there was nothing 
— he was sore of that. And then he turned eagerly 
to the question of finding Bnrchill. Bnrchill, he was 
certain, knew more than he had given him credit for, 
knew Bomethii^, perhaps, about the actual morder. 
He was a deep, crafty dog, Bnrehill— only let the 
police find, him I • 

Time was np, then, and Peggie and Selwood had to 
go — their last impression that of Barthorpe throsting 
his hands in his pockets and lounging away to his 
enforced idleness. It made the girl sick at heart, 
and it showed Selwood what deprivation of liberty 
means to a man who has hitherto been active and 
vigorous. 

"Have we done any goodt" asked Peggie, draw- 
ing a deep breath of free air as soon as they were 
outside the gates. "Any bit of good!" 

' ' There 's the affair of the bank-note, ' ' answered Sel- 
wood. "That may be of some moment. Ill go and 
report progress on that, anyway." 

He put P^gie into her car to go home, and him- 
self hailed a taxi-cab and drove straight to Mr. Half- 
penny 's office, where Professor Cox-Raythwaite and 
Hr. Tertina had arranged to meet him. 
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THB LAST OHBiQ0B 

The three elderly geDtiemeo, seated in Mr. HaU- 
penny 'a private room, listened with intense, if silent, 
interest to Selwood's account of the interview with 
Barthorpe. It was a small bundle of news that he had 
brought back and two of his hearers showed by their 
faces that they attached little importance to it. But 
Professor Coi-Raythwaite caught eagerly at the mete 
scrap of sa^estion. 

"Tertius! — Halfpenny!" he exclaimed. "That 
most be followed up — ^we must follow it up at once. 
That bank-note may be a moat valuable and efiEeetive 
clue, ' ' 

Mr. Halfpenny showed a decided incredulity and 
dissent. 

"I don't see it,*' he answered. "Don't see it at 
all, Cox-Raythwaite. What ia there in itt What 
clue can there be in the fact that Barthorpe picked up 
a hundred pound bank-note from his uncle's writing- 
deskt Lord bless me I — ^wby, every one of us four 
men knows very well that hundred pound notes -wen 
as common to Jacob Herapath as half-crowns are to 
any of us ! He was a man who carried money in lai^ 
amounts on him always — I've expostulated with hhn 
about it. Don't you know — no, I dare say you don't 
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though, because you never had bnsmess dealings with 
him, and perhaps Tertins doesn't, either, becanse he, 
like you, only fcnew him as a friend — you don't tnow 
that Jacob had a peculiarity. Perhaps tSx. Selwood 
knows of it, though, as he was his secretary.'* 

"What peculiarity T" asked the Professor. "I 
know he had several fads, which one m^t call pecu- 
liarities." 

"He had a bujidness peculiarity," replied Mr, Half- 
penny, "and it w&s well known to people in his line 
of business. Yon know that Jacob Herapatfa had ex- 
tensive, unusually extensive, dealings in real property 
— land and houses. Quite apart from the Herapath 
Hats, he dealt on wide lines with real estate ; he was 
always buying and selling. And his peculiarity was 
that all his transactions in this way were done by 
cash — bank-notes or gold — instead of by cheque. It 
didn't matter if he was buying a hundred thousand 
pounds' worth of property, or selling two hundred 
thousand pounds' worth — the affairs had to be com- 
pleted by payment in that fashion. I 've scolded bim 
about it scores of times; he only laughed at me; he 
said that had been the custom when he went into the 
business, and he'd stuck to it, and wasn't going to 
give it up. God bless me!" concluded Mr. Hal^ 
penny, with emphasis. "I oug^t to know, for Jacob 
Herapath has concluded many an operation in this 
very room, and at this very table — I've seen him 
handle many a hundred thousand pounds' worth of 
notes in my time, paying or receiving! And, as I 
said, the mere picking up of a hundred pound note 
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from his deak is — vhy, it 'a no more than if I picked 
up a few of those eoppera that are lying there on my 
chimney-piece 1" 

"Jnst so, jost bo!" ohserved Mr. Tertios mildly. 
"Jacob was a veiy wealthy man — ^the money evidence 
was everywhere." 

But Professor Cox>Baythwaite only laughed and 
smote the table with his big £bL 

"My dear Halfpenny!" he exclaimed. ""Why, 
you've jnst given as the very best proof of what I've 
been s^ing! Ton 're not looking deeply enough into 
things. The very fact to which you bear testimony 
proves to me that a certain theory which is assum- 
ing shape in my mind may possibly have a great deal 
in it. That theory, briefly, is this — on the day of 
his death, Jacob Herapath may have had upon hia 
person a la^ie amount of money in bank-notes. He 
may have had them paid to liim. He may have drawn 
them from his bank, to pay to aomebody else. Some 
evil person may have been aware of his possession of 
those notes and have tracked him to the estate offices, 
or gained entrance, or — mark this! — have been lurk- 
ing — lurking !— there, in order to rob him. Don't for- 
get two points, my friend — one, that Barthorpe (if 
he's speaking the tmth, and I, personally, believe he 
is) tells UB that the doors of the ofSces and the private 
room were open when he called at twelve o'clock; and, 
too, that, accordii^ to Mountain, the coachman, Jacob 
Herapath had been in those offices since twenty-five 
minutes to twelve — plenty of time for murder and 
robbery to take place, I repeat — Jacob may have had 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



THE LAST CHEQUE 2*r 

a cooBiderable siua of money on him that night, some 
one may have known it, and the motive of bis murder 
may have heen — probably was— fiheer robbery. And 
we ooght to go on that, if we want to save the family 
honour. ' ' 

Mr. Tertius nodded and murmured assent, and Mr. 
Halfpenny stirred uneasily in his chair. 

' ' Family honour 1 " he said. ' ' Yes, yes, that 's right, 
of coarse. It would be a dreadful thing to see a 
nephew hanged for the murder of hia unde — quits 
right 1" 

"A much more dreadful thing to stand by and see 
an innocent man hanged, without moving heaven and 
earth to clear him, * ' commented the Professor. 
"Come now, I helped to establish the fact that Bar- 
thorpe visited Portman Square that night — Tertius 
there helped too, by his quickness in seeing that the 
half-eaten sandwich had been bitten into by a man 
who had lost two front teeth, which, of course, was 
Barthorpe's case — so the least we can do is to bestir 
ourselves now that we believe him to have told tha 
truth in that statement." 

"But how exactly are we to bestir ouTBcIvest" 
asked Mr. Halfpenny. 

"I si^gest a visit to Jacob Herapath's bankers, 
first of all," answered the Professor. "I haven't 
heard that any particular inquiry has been made. 
Did yon make any. Halfpenny!" 

"Jacob's bankers are Bittleston, Stocks and Bit- 
tieston," replied the old lawyer. "I did make it in 
my way to drop in there and to see Mr. Playbotinie, 
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the manager of their West End branch, in Piccadillr. 
He assured me that there was nothing whatever out 
of the common in Jacob Herapath's tranflactioos with 
them jost before his death, and nothing at all in 
their particolars of his banking account which conld 
throw any possible light on his murder." 

"In his opinion," said the Professor, caustically, 
"in his opinion, Halfpenny! But — you don't know 
what our opinion might be. Now, I suggest that we 
all go at once to see this Mr. Playboome; there's 
ample time before the bank closes for the day." 

"Very well," assented Mr. Halfpenny. "AH the 
same, I 'm afraid Playboume wUl only say just what 
he said before." 

Mr. Playbonme, a good typical specimen of the 
somewhat old-fashioned bank manager, rebeiving this 
formidable deputation of four gentlemen in bia pri- 
Tate room, said precisely what he had sdd before, 
and seemed astonished to think that any light upon 
such an unpleasant thing aa a murder could possibly 
be derived from so highly respectable a quarter as 
that in which he moved during the greater part of the 
day. 

"I can't think of anything in our transacticoifl 
with the late Mr. Herapath that gives any clue, any 
idea, anything at all, " he said, a(nnewhat qoeruloosly. 
"Mr. Herapath 's transactions with us, r^ht up to 
the day of his death, were just what they had been for 
years. Of course, I'm willing to tell you anything, 
show yon anything. Ton 're acting for Miss Wynne, 
aren't you, Mr. Halfpenny!" 
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"I have a power of attorney from Miss 'Wynne, 
for that matter," answered Mr. Halfpenny. "Every- 
thing of that sort's in my hands." 

"Ill tell you what, then," said the bank manager, 
laying his hand on a bell at his side. "You'd better 
see Jacob Herapath's pass-book. I recently had it 
posted up to the day of his death, and of course we've 
retained it until you demanded it. You can't have 
a better index to his aSairs with us than yon'U find 
in it. SelUrs," he went on, as a cleric appeared, 
"bring me the late Mr. Herapath's pass-book — ^Ur. 
Bavensdale has it" 

The visitors presently gathered round tlie desk on 
which Mr. Playboume laid the parchment-bound book 
— one of a corresponding thickness with tlie dead 
man's transactions. The manager tnmed to the pages 
last fiUed in. 

' ' You 're aware, of coarse, some of you at any rate, ' ' 
he said, "you, Mr. Halfpenny, and yon, Mr. Selwood, 
that the late Jacob Herapath dealt in big sums. He 
always had a very large balance at this branch of 
our bank ; he was continually paying in and drawii^ 
ont amounts which, to men of less means, must needs 
seem tremendous. Now, yon can see for yoursdves 
what his transactions with us were during the last few 
days of his life; I, as I have said, see nothing out of 
the way in them — ^you, of course," he continued, with 
a sniff, "may see a good deall" 

Professor Cox-Raythwaite ran his eye over the 
neatly-written pages, passing rapidly on to the im- 
portant date — November 12th. And be suddenly 
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thrust ont his arm and put the tip of a big Tellow 
finger on one perticnlar entry. 

"There!" he exclaimed. "Look at that. 'Self, 
£5,000.' Paid out, yoa see, on November 12th. Do 
yoQ Beet" 

Mr. Playboume laaghed cynically. 

"My dear sir!" he said. "Do yoo mean to aay 
that yon attach any importance to an entry like that! 
Jacob Herapath constantly drew cheques to self for 
five, ten, twenty, thirty — aye, fifty thonsand pounds! 
He dealt in tens of thousands — he was always bnyii^ 
or selling. Five thousand pounds! — a fleabitel" 

"All the same, if you please," said the Professor 
quietly, "I should like to know if Jacob Herapath 
presented that sdf cheque himself, and if eo, how ha 
took the money it represents." 

"Oh, Tcry well I" said the manager resignedly. 
He touched his bell again, and looked wearily at the 
clerk who answered it. "Find out if the late Mr. 
Herapath himself presented a cheque for five thoQ- 
sand on November 12tli, and if so, bow he took it," 
he said. "Well," he continued, tumii^ to his vis- 
itors. "Do you see anything with any further pos- 
sible mystery attached to iti" 

"There's an entry there — the last," observed Mr^ 
Halfpenny. ' ' That. ' Dimambro : three thoasand 
guineas.' That's the same date." 

Mr. Playbourne suddenly showed some interest and 
animation. His eyes brightened ; he sat up erect. 

"Ahl" he said, "Well, now, that is somewhat re- 
markable, that entry! — ^though of course there's noth- 
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ing ont of the common in it. But that cheque was 
most certainly the very last ever drawn by Jacob 
Herapath, and according to strict law, it never ought 
to have been paid out by us. " 

"Why!" asked Professor Cox-Raythwalte. 

"Because Jacob Herapath, the drawer, was dead 
before it was presented, " replied the manager. "Bat 
of course we didn't know that The cheque, you see, 
was drawn on November 12th, and it waa presented 
here as soon aa ever the doors were opened next morn- 
ing and before any of us knew of what had happened 
during the night, and it was accordingly honoured in 
the usual way." 

"The payee, of course, was known!" observed Mr. 
Halfpenny. 

"No, he was not known, but he endorsed the 
cheque with name and address, and there can be no 
reason whatever to doubt that it had come to him in 
the ordinary way of business," replied the manager. 
"Qoite a usual transaction, but, as I say, noteworthy, 
because, as you know, a cheque is no good after its 
drawer's demise." 

Professor Cox-Baythwaite, who appeared to have 
fallen into a brown study for a moment, suddenly 
looked up. 

"Now I wonder if we might be permitted to see 
that cheque — as a curiosity t" be^d. "Can we be 
favoured so fart" 

"Oh, certainly, certainly," answered Mr. Pl^- 
bonme. "Mo trouble. I'll — ah, here's your infor- 
mation about the other cheque— the self cheque for 
flve thousand." 
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He took a slip of paper from the clerk vho joet 
then entered, and read it aloud. 

"Here yoa are," he said. " 'Mr. Herapath cashed 
cheque for £5,000 himself, at three o'clock; the 
mcmey in fifty notes of £100 each, nomhered as 
follows'— yon can take this slip, if you like," he con- 
tinued, handing the paper to Professor Cox-Bayth- 
waite, aa the obviously most interested man of his 
party. "There are the numbers of the notes. Of 
eoarse, I can't see how all this throws any light on 
the mystery of Herapath's murder, but perhaps yon 
can. Sellers," be continued, taming to the clerk, and 
beckoning him to look at the pafs-book, "find me the 
cheque referred to there, and bring it here." 

The clerk returned in a few minutes with tiia 
cheque, which Mr. Playboume at once exhibited to his 
visitors. 

"There you are, gentlemen," be said. "Quite a 
cariosity! — certainly the last cheque ever drawn by 
our poor friend. There, you see, is his well-known 
signature with his secret little mark which you 
wouldn't detect — secret between him and us, eh ! — big, 
bold handwriting, wasn't itt Sad to think that that 
was — very likely — the last time he used a pen!" 

Professor Cox-Baythwaite in his tarn handled the 
cheque. Its face gave him small concern; what he 
was most interested in was the endorsement on the 
back. "Without saying anything to hia companions, 
he memorized that endorsement, and he was still mar- 
mnrii^ it to himself when, a few minutes later, he 
walked out of the bank. 

"Luigi Dimambro, Hotd Bavenna, Soho." 
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TBB HOTBL HATENN& 

Oace closeted together in the private room at Half- 
penny and Farthing's office, Mr. Halfpenny, who had 
seemed somewhat mystified by the happenii^ at the 
bank, looked inquiringly at Professor Cox-Baythwaita 
and snapped oat one si^^gestive monosyllable: 

"WeU!" 

"Very well indeed," answered Coi-Eaythwaite. 
*'I consider we have done good work. We have 
found things oat. That bank manager is a pompoaa 
as8; he's a man of asinine, or possible bovine, mind I 
Of coarse, he oi^bt to have revealed these things 
at both the inquest and the m^isterial proceedings I 
— they'll certainly have to be put in evidence at 
Barthorpe Herapath's trial." 

"What things t" demanded the old lawyer, a little 
testily. 

"Two things — facts," replied the Professor, com- 
posedly. "First, that Jacob Herapath drew five thou- 
sand pounds in hundred pound notes at three o'clock 
on the day of his death. Second, that at some hour 
of that day he drew a cheque in favour of one Luigi 
Dimambro, which cheque was cashed as soon as the 
bank opened next morning." 

"FranUy," observed Mr. Halfpenny, "frankly. 
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candidly, Cox-Raythwaite, I do not see what these 
things — facts — prove. ' ' 

"Very likely," said the Professor, impertnrbable 
as ever, "but they're remarkably suggestive to me. 
They establish for one thing the fact that, in all prob- 
ability, Jacob Herapath had those notes on him when 
he was murdered." 

"Don't see it," retorted Mr. Halfpenny. "He got 
the fifty one-hundred-ponnd notes from the bank at 
three o'clock in the afternoon. He's supposed to have 
been murdered at twelve — midnight. That's nine 
hours. Plenty of time in which to pay those notas 
away — as he most likely did." 

"If you'll let your mind go back to what cams 
out in evidence at the inquest," said the Professor, 
"you 11 remember that Jacob Herapath went to the 
House of Commons at half-past three that day and 
never left it until his coachman fetched him at a 
quarter-past eleven. It's not very likely that he'd 
transact business at the House." 

"Plenty of time between three and half -past three," 
objected Mr. Halfpenny. 

"Quite ao, but we haven't beard of any transaction 
being carried out during that time. Make inquiry, 
and see if he did ei^age in any such transaction," 
said the Professor. "If he didn't, then my theory 
that he had the notes on him is correct. Moreover, 
Barthorpe has told Selwood that he picked up one 
note from the desk in his uncle's private room," 

"One note I" exclaimed Mr. Halfpenny. 

"One note— quite bo," i^reed the Professor. 
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"May it not have be«i— it's all theory, of conrae — 
that Jacob had all the notes on the desk when he 
wag murdered, that the murderer grabbed them after- 
warda, and in his haste, left onet Gome, now!" 

"Theory — theory!" said Mr. Halfpenny. "Still, 
I'll make inqairies all aronnd, to see if Jacob did pay 
five thousand away to anybody that afternoon. Well, 
and your other point t" 

"I should like to know what the cheque for three 
thousand guineas was for," answered the FrofesBor. 
"It was paid out to one Luigi Dimambro, whose ad- 
dress was written down by himself in endor»ng the 
cheque as Hotel Ravenna, Soho. He, presumably, is 
a foreigner, an Italian, or a Coraieau, or a Sicilian, 
and the probability is that Jacob Herapath bought 
something from him that day, and that the transac- 
tion took place after banking hours.*' 

"How do yon deduce thatt" asked Mr. Halfpeni^. 

"Because Dimambro cashed his cheque as soon as 
the bank opened its doors next morning," answered 
the Professor. "If he'd been given the cheque be- 
fore four o'clock on November 12th, he'd have cashed 
it then." 

"The cheque may have been posted to him," said 
Mr. Halfpenny. 

"May be; the point is that it was drawn by Jacob 
on November 12th and cashed at the earliest possible 
hour next day, " replied the Professor. ' ' Now, 
though it may have nothing to do with the case, I 
want to know what that cheque referred to. More 
than titia, I have an idea. May not this man Dimam- 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



2S6 THE HERAPATH PROPERTY 

bro be the man who called on Jacob Herapetb at the 
HoQBe of Commona that night — the man whom Moun- 
tain saw, but did not recognize as one of his master's 
usual friends or acquaintances t l>o yon see that 
point!" 

Mr. Tertius and Selwood muttered ezpresaions of 
acquiescence, bat Mr.HaUpenny shook his head. 

"Can't see anything much in it," be said. "If 
this foreign fellow, Dimambro, was the man who called 
at the House, I don't see what that's got to do with 
the murder. Jacob Herapatb, of course, had bonness 
affairs with all sorts of queer people — Italians, Span- 
iardfl, Chinese — many a Tom, Dick, and Harry of 
'em; he bought curios of all descriptions, and often 
sold them again as soon as bought" 

"Very good suggestion," said Professor Coz-Bayth- 
waite. "He may have bought something extremely 
valoable from this Dimambro that day, or that night, 
and — ^he may have had it on him when he was mur- 
dered. Clearly, we must see this Lnigi Dimambro!" 
"If he's the man who called at the House, you 
foi%et that he's been advertised for no end," said 
Selwood. 

"No, I don't," responded the Professor. "But he 
may be out of the country: may have come to it spe- 
cially to see Jacob Herapath, and left it again. I 
repeat, we must see this man, if he's to be found. 
We must make inquiries — cautious, guarded inquiries 
• — at this hotel in Sobo, which is probably a foreign- 
ers* house of call, a mere restaurant. And the very 
person to make those inqniries," he concluded, tum- 
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Ing to Selwood and tavouriug him with a smack of 
the shoulder, "ia — ^yon!" 

Selwood flinched, physicaUf and mentally. Ha 
had no great love of the proposed role — private de* 
tective work did not appeal to him. And he sn^ 
gested that Professor Cox-Kaythwaite had far better 
apply to Scotland Yard. 

"By so means," answered the Professor calmly. 
"Ton are the man to do the work. We don't want 
any police interference. This Hotel Ravenna is prob- 
ably some caf£, restaorant, or saloon in Soho, fre- 
quented by foreigner — a place where, perhaps, a 
man can get a room for a night or two. Yon most go 
gnietly, unobtrosively, there; if it's & restaurant, as 
it's sure to be, or at any rate, a place to which a ree- 
tanrant is attached, go in and get some sort of a meal, 
keep yoor eyes open, find oat the proprietor, get into 
talk with him, see if he knows Luigi Dimambro. All 
yon need is tact, eantion, and readiness to adapt yoar- 
self to circamstances." 

Then, when they left Mr. Halfpenny's office he took 
Selwood aside and gave him certain hints and in- 
stmcttons, and enlarged upon the advantages of find- 
ing Dimambro if be was to be found. The ProfesBor 
himself was enthusiastic about these recent develiqi- 
menta, and he succeeded in commonieating some of 
his enthusiasm to Selwood. After all, thought Sel- 
wood, as he went to Portman Square to tell Peggift 
of the afternoon's doings, whatever he did was being' 
don« for Peggie; moreover, he was by that time cer- 
tain that however mean and base Barthorpe Hera- 
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path's conduct had been about the vill, he was cer- 
tainly not the murderer of his uncle. If that mur- 
derer was to be tracked — why, there was a certain 
zest, an appealing excitement in the tracking of him 
that presented a sure fascination to youthful spirit& 

That evening found Selwood, quietly and unaasum- 
ingly attired, examining the purlieus of Soho. It 
was a district of which he knew little, and for half an 
hoar he perambulated its street^ wondering at the 
diHtinctly foreign atmosphere. And suddenly he leame 
across the Hotel Ravenna — ^there it was, confronting 
liim, at the lower end of Dean Street. He drew back 
and looked it well over from the opposite pavement. 

The Hotel Ravenna was rather more of a preten- 
tious establishment than Selwood had expected it to 
be. It was typically Italian in outward aspect. 
There were the usual evergreen shrubs set in the nsual 
green wood tubs at the entrance ; the nsual abondance 
of plate-glass and garish gilt; the usual glimpse, 
whenever the door opened, of the usual vista of white 
linen, red plash, and many mirrors; the waiter who 
occasionally showed himself at the door, napkin in 
hand, was of the type which Selwood had seen a thoa- 
sand times under similar circumstances. But all this 
related to the restaurant — Selwood was more inter- 
ested that the word "Hotel" appeared in gilt letters 
over a door at the side of the ratablishment and was 
repeated in the windows of the upper storeys. He 
was half-minded to enter the door at once, and to 
make a guarded inquiry for Mr. Luigi Dimambro; OQ 
reflection he walked across the street and boldly en- 
tered the restaurant. 
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It was half -past seven o'clock, and the place was 
fall of customers. Selwood took most of them to ba 
foreigners. He also eoncluded after a first glance 
around him that the majority had some connection, 
more or less close, with either the dramatic, or tha 
mnsical, or the artistic professions. There was mach 
laughter and long hair, marvellous neckties and won- 
drous costumes j everybody seemed to be talking with- 
out regard to question or answer ; the artillery of the 
voicee mingled with the rattling of plates and popping 
of corks. Clearly this was no easy place in which to 
seek for a man whom one had never seen ! 

Selwood allowed a waiter to conduct him to a va- 
cant seat — a plnsh throne half-way along the restan- 
rant. He ordered a modest dinner and a bottle of 
light wine, and following what seemed to be the en»- 
torn, lighted a cigarette until his first course appeared. 
And while he waited he looked about him, noting 
everything that presented itself. Out of all the folk 
there, waiters and customers, the idle and the busy, 
he quickly decided that there was only one man who 
possessed particular interest for him. That man was 
the big, smiling, frock-coated, sleek-haired patron or 
proprietor, who strode up and down, beaming and 
nodding, sharp-eyed and courteous, and whom Sel- 
wood, from a glance at the emblazoned lettering of the 
bill-of-fare, took to rejoice in the name of Mr. Alessan- 
dro Bioni. This man, if he was landlord, or mani^er, 
of the Ravenna Hotel, was clearly the person to ap- 
proach if one wanted information about the Luigi 
Dimambro who had given the place as his address as 
recently as November 12th. 

LKjIreJbvGOO^IC 
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Wliile he ate and drank, Selwood wondered haw to 
go aboat his basiness. It seemed to him that the best 
thing to do, now that he had seen the place and aa- 
snred himseli that it was a hotel evidently doing a 
proper and Intimate basiness, was to approach its 
managgnent with a plain question — was Mr. Lnigi 
Dimambro stajdng there, or was he known there t 
Since Dimambro, whoever he might be, had givoi that 
as his address, something most be known of him. And 
when the smiling patron presently came roond, and, 
fleeing a new costomer, asked politely if he was being 
served to his satisfaction, Selwood determined to settU 
matters at once. 

"The proprietor, I presume 1" he asked. 

"Manager, sir," answered the other. "The pro- 
prietor, he is an old gentleman — practically retired." 

"Perhaps I can ask yon a question," Selwood. 
"Have you got a Mr. Luigi Dimambro sti^ing at 
yonr hotel T He is, I believe" — here Selwood made a 
bold shot at a possibility — "a seller of curios, or art 
«bjeets. I know he stops here sometimes." 

The manager rubbed his hands ti^ther and re- 
flected. 

"One moment, sir," he said. "I get the register. 
^e hotel giiesta, they come in here for meals, but 
always I do not recollect their names, and sometimea 
not know them. But the register " 

He sped down the room, through a side door, van- 
ished; to return in a momrakt with a book which he 
carried to Selwood 's side. 

' ' Dimambro t " be said. "Recently, then t We 
shall see." 
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"About the beguming or middle of November," 
answered Selwood. 

The manager found the pages : suddenly be pointed 
to ar entry. 

"See, then I" he exclaimed dramaticaUy. "You 
are r^ht, sir. There — ^Luigi Dimambro — ^NoYember 
llth to— yes— 13th. Two days only. Then he go- 
leave us, eht" 

"Ob, then, he's not here now," said Selwood, af- 
fecting disappointment. "That's a pity. I wanted 
to see him. I wonder if he left any addressf" 

The manager showed more politeness in returning 
to the hotel office and TnnTring inquiry. He came 
back full of disappointment that he eould not oblige 
his customer. No— no address — merely there for 
two nights— then gone — nobody fenew where. Per^ 
baps he would return — some day. 

"Oh, it's of no great consequence, thank yon," re> 
marked Selwood. "I'm much obliged to yon." 

He had found out, at any rate, that a man named 
Dimambro had certainly stayed at the Hotel Ravenna 
on the critical and important date. Presumably he 
was the man who had presented Jacob Herapath's 
cheque at Bittleaton's Bank first thing on the morn- 
ing after the murder. But whether this man had any 
connection with that murder, whether to discover hia 
.whereabouts would be to reveal something of use in 
establishing Barthorpe Herapath's innocence, were 
questions which he must leave to Professor Cox-Raytb- 
waite, to whom he was presently going with bis news. 

He had just finished bis coffee, and was about to 
p^ his bill when, looking up to summon the waiter. 
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he Boddenl}' aaw a face appear behind the glasB panel 
of the fltreet door — the face of a man who had evi- 
dently stolen qoietlT' into the entry between the ever- 
green ehmbs and wished to take a sorreptitiona pe^ 
into the interior of the little reatanraut It waa there, 
clearly seen through the glass, bat for <Hie fraetioa 
of a second — then it was withdrawn as swiftly as it 
had come and the panel of glass was blanh again. 
Bnt in that flash of time Selwood had recognized it. 
BnrchiUI 
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Sehrood hurried out of that restBurant as soon 
as he had paid his bill, bnt it was with small hopes of 
finding the man whose face had appeared at the glaaa 
panel for the fraction of a second. As well look for 
one snowflake in a drift as far one man in those 
crowded streets ! — all the same, he spent half ^n hoar 
in wandering round the neighbourhood, looking 
eagerly at every tall figure he met or paaaed. And 
at the end of that time he went off to Endsleigh Gar- 
dens and reported progress to Professor Gox-Rayth- 
waite. 

The Professor heard both items of news without 
betraying any great surprise, 

"You're sure it was BurchillT" he asked. 

** As sure," answered Selwood, "as that you're you I 
His is not a face easy to mistake." 

/'He's a daring fellow," observed the Professor, 
monng^. *'A very bold fellow! There's a very 
good portrait of him on those bills that the police 
have pat out and posted so freely, and he must know 
that every constable and detective in London is on 
the look-ont for him, to say nothing of folk who 
would be glad of the reward. If that was Burchill 
— and I 've no doubt of it, since yon 're so certain — it 
suggests a good deal to me." 
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"Whatl" asked Selwood. 

"That he's not afraid of being recaptored as yoa'd 
think he would be," relied the I^fesaor. "It sug- 
gests that he's got scnne card ap his sleeve — which is 
what I've always thought. He probably knows B(«ae- 
thing — you may be oertain, in any ease, that he's 
playii^ a deep and bold game, for his own purpoBe, 
of course. Now, I wonder if BnrchiU went to that 
restaurant on the same errand as yourself!" 

"What! — ^to look for Dimambror' eiolaimed Sd- 
wood. 

"Why nott Remember that BorchiU was Jaoob 
Herapatfa's seeretaiy before yon were," answered th« 
Profeffior. "He was with Jacob some time, wasn't 
hef Well, he knew a good deal about Jacob's doings. 
Jacob may have had dealings with this Dimambro 
person in BurchiU's days. Tou don't remember that 
Jacob had any such dealii^ in your timet" 

' ' Never I ' ' replied Srfwood. "Never heard the 
man's name until yesterday — ^never saw any letters 
from him, never heard Mr. Herapath motion him. 
But then, as Mr. Halfpenny said, yesterd^, Mr. 
Herapath had all sorts of queer dealit^ with queer 
people. It's a fact that he used to buy and sell all 
sorts of tilings — curios, pictures, precious stones — 
he'd all sorts of irons in the fire. It's a fact, toc^ 
that he was accustomed to carrying not only consid- 
erable sums of money, but valuablea on him." 

"Ahl" exclaimed the Professor. He rose out of 
his chair, put his hands behind his broad back, and 
began to march up and down his study. "Ill tell 
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7on what, jtmng maal" he said earnestly. "I'm 
more than ever couvineed that Jacob Herapath vas 
robbed aa -well as murdered, and that robbery and 
morder— or, rather, mnrder and robbery, for the mur- 
der would go first — took place just before Bartborpe 
entered the oflSces to keep that appointment. Sel< 
wood! — ^we must find this Dimambro man I" 

"Who's most likely left the country," remaned 
Selwood. 

"That's probable — it may be certain," said the 
Professor. "Nevertheless, he may be here. And 
Burchill may be looking for him, too. Now, if Di- 
mambro stopped two days at that Hotel Ravenna, 
from November 11th to 13th, there must be someboc^ 
who knows something of him. We must— you most 
— ^make more inquiry—there at the hotel. Talk 
quietly to that manager or the servants. Get a de- 
scription of him. Do that at once — first thing to- 
morrow morning." 

"You don't want to tell the police all this!" asked 
Selwood. 

"No I Not at present, at any rate," answered th« 
Professor. "The police have their own methods, and 
they don 't thank anybody for putting them off their 
beaten tracks. And — for the present — ^we won't tell 
them anything about your seeing Burchill. If we 
did, they'd be incredulous. Police-like, they'll have 
watched the various seaports much more cloeely than 
they'll have watched London streets for BnrchilL 
And BurchiU's a clever devil — he'll know that he's 
much safer under the very nose of the people who want 
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him than he would be fifty miles away from their 
toes I No, it's my opinioo that Master Burchill will 
xeveal himself, when the time comes." 

"Give himsdf np, do you meanl" esclaimed Sel- 
wood. 

"Likely — bat if he does, it 11 be done with a pur- 
pose, ' ' answered the Professor. ' ' Well — keep all 
qniet at present, and tomorrow morning, go and see 
if you can find out more about Dimambro at that 
hotel." 

Selwood repaired to the polite manager again next 
■day and found no difficulty in getting whatever in- 
formation the hotel staff — represented by a man- 
ageress, a general man-servant, and a maid or two — 
could give. It was meagre, and not too exact in par- 
ticulars. Mr. Dimambro, who had never been there 
before, had stopped two days. He had occupied Boom 
S — ^the gentleman could see it if he wished. Mr. Di- 
mambro had been in and out most of the time. On 
the 13th he had gone out early in the morning; by 
ten o'clock he had returned, paid his bill, and gone 
away with his luggage — one suit-case. No — he had 
had no callers at the hotel. But a waiter in the res- 
taurant was discovered who remembered him as Num- 
ber 5, and that on the 12th he had entertained a gen- 
tleman to dinner at seven o'clock — a tall, thin, dark- 
faced gentleman, who looked like—yes, like an actor: 
a nicely dresed gentleman. That was all the waiter 
eould remember of the guest; he remembered iost 
about as much of Number 5, which was that Dimam- 
bro was a shortish, stoutish g^tleman, with a slight 
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black beard and moustache. There was a good rea< 
son why the vaiter remembered this occurrence — ^tha 
two gentlemen bad a bottle of the best champagne, a 
rare occurrence at the Hotel Bavemia — a whole bottle, 
for which the surprising sum of twelve shillings and 
sixpence was charged! In proof of that startling 
episode in the restaurant rontioe, he produced the desk 
book for that day — ^behold it, the entry : Number 5 — ^1 
Meet & Chandott, 12«. Qd. 

"It is of a rare thing our customers call for wine 
so expensive, ' ' said the polite manner. ' ' Light 
vines, you understand, sir, we mostly sell. Cham- 
pagne at twelve and six— an event I" 

Selwood carried this farther news to Professor 
Cox-Raythwaite, who roused himself from his micro- 
scope to consider it. 

"Could that tall, dark, nicely-dressed gentleman 
have been BurchillT" he mattered. "Sounds like 
him. But youVe got a description of Dimambro, at 
any rate. Now we know of one man who saw the 
caller at the Bouse of Commons — Mountain, the coach- 
man. Come along — III go with you to see Moun- 
tain." 

Mountain, discoTcred at the mews wherein the Hera- 
path stable was kept, said at once that he remembered 
the gentleman who had come oat of the House of 
Commons with his late master. But when he came 
to be taxed with a requirement of details, Mountain's 
memory proved to be of no real valne. The gentle- 
man — ^well, he was a well-dressed gentleman, and he 
wore a top hat. But whether the gentleman was dark 
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or £air, elderly or middle-aged, abort or medinm- 
heighted, he did not know — exactly. Nevertheless 

"I should knovr him t^ain, air, if I was to set eyes 
on him I" said Mountain, with sneh belief in hia 
powers. "Pick him ont of a thonsand, I could!" 

" Queer how deficient most of our people are in the 
faculty of observation!" remarked the Professor as 
he and Selwood left the mews. "It really is most ex- 
traordinary that a man like that, with plenty of in- 
telligence, and is no doubt a good man in his own lin^ 
can look at another man for a\1tlll minute and yet be 
utterly unable to tell you anything definite aboot 
him a month later! No help there, Selwood." 

It seemed to Selwood that they were face to face 
with an impossible sitnation, and he began to feel in- 
dined to share Mr. Halfpenny's pesdmistic opinions 
as to the nsefulness of these researches. But Pro- 
fesBOT Cox-Baythwaite was not to be eafdly daunted, 
and he was no sooner baulked in one direction than 
he hastened to try another. 

"Now, let's see where we are," be said, as they 
went round to Portman Square. "We do know for a 
certainty that Jacob Herapath bad a transaction of 
some sort with one Lnigi Dimambro, on November 
12th, and that it resulted in his handing, or sendii^, 
the said Luigi a cheque for three thousand guineas. 
Let's see if wc can't find some trace of it, or some 
mention of it, or of previoua dealings with Dimambro^ 
amongst Jacob's papers. I suppose we can get access 
to everything here at the house, and down at the 
office, too, can't wef The probability is that the 
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transaction with Dimambro was not the first Ther« 
most be somethisg, Selwood — memoranda, letters, re- 
ceipts—must be!" 

But Selwood shook his head and uttered a dismal 
groan. 

"Another of my late employer's peculiarities," he 
answered, "was that he never gave or took receipts 
in what one may call word-of -mouth transactions 1 
He had a rooted — almost savage — objAtlon to any- 
body asking him for a receipt for cash; he absolutely 
refused to take one if he paid cash. I've seen him 
pay several thousand pounds for a purchase and fling 
the proffered receipt in the fire in the purchaser's 
presence. He used to ask — ^vehemently I — ^if yon 
wanted receipts for a loaf of bread or a pound of 
beef-ate^ I'm afraid we shan't find much of that 
sort As to letters and memoranda, Mr. Herapath 
had a corioiiB habit which gave me considerable trou- 
ble of mind when I first went to him, though I admit 
it was a simple one. He destroyed every letter he 
ever got as soon as he *d answered it. And as he in- 
sisted on everything being answered there and then, 
there's no great accumulation of paper in that way 1" 

"We'll see what there is, anyhow," said the Pro- 
fessor. "If we could find somethiag, anything — a 
mere business card, a letter-heading — that would give 
OS Dimambro 's permanent address, it would be of 
use. For I'm more and more convinced that Dimam- 
bro was the man who called at the House of Com- 
mons that night, and if it was Burchill who dined 
with him that same evening, why, then — ^but come 
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along, let's have a look at Jacob's desk in the hooBS 
here, and after that well go down to the estate ofileea 
and see if we can find anything there." 

This was a Satnrday morning — dnring the whole 
of that afternoon and evening the Professor and SeJ- 
wood examined every drawer and receptacle in which 
Jacob Herapath'a papers lay, both at Portman Square 
and at Kensington. And, exactly as Selwood had 
said, there was next to nothing of a private nature. 
Papers relating to Parliamentary matters, to building 
schemes, to business affairs, there were in plenty, duly 
filed, docketed, and arranged, but there was nothing 
of the sort that Gox-Baythwaite hoped to find, and 
when they parted, late at night, they were no vriser 
than when they began their investigations. 

"Go home to bed," counselled the Professor. 
"Pnt the whole thing out of your bead until Mond^ 
morning. Dont even think about it. Come and see 
me on Monday, first thing, and well start again. 
For by the Lord Harry! Ill find out yet what the 
i«al nature of Jacob Herapath's transaction with 
Dimambro was, if I have to track Dimambro all 
through Italy!" 

Selwood was glad enough to pat everything out of 
his mind ; it seemed to him a hopeless task to search 
for a man to whose identity they only had the very 
faintest cine. But before noon of the next day — 
Sunday — ^he was face to face with a new phase of 
the problem. Since her uncle's death, Peggie had 
begun to show a quiet reliance on Selwood. It had 
come to be tacitly understood between them that he 
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vas to be in eonstaDt attendance on her for the pres- 
ent, at any rate. He spent b11 his time at the house 
in Portman Sqnare; he saved its young mistress all 
the trouble he could ; he accompanied her in her goings 
and comings. And of late he had taken to attending 
her to 8 certain neighbouring church, whereto P^cgie, 
like a well-regulated young lady, was constant in her 
Sunday visits. There in the Herapath family pew, 
he and Peggie sat together ou this particular Sunday 
morning, neither with any thought that the Herapath 
mystery had penetrated to their sacred surroundings. 
Selwood had been glad to take Cox-Raythwaite 's ad- 
vice and to put the thing out of his mind for thirty- 
six hours : Peggie had nothing in her mind but what 
was proper to the occasion. 

Jacob Herapath had been an old-fashioned man 
in many respects; one of his fads was an insistmca 
upon having a family pew in the church which he at- 
tended, and in furnishing it with his own eashions, 
mats, and books. Consequently Peggie left her own 
prayer-book in that pew from Sunday to Sunday. 
She picked it up now, and opened it at the usual 
familiar place. And from that place immediately 
dropped a folded note. 

Had this communication been a hUXei-doux, P^gie 
could hardly have betrayed more alarm and confus- 
ion. For a moment she let the thing rest in the palm 
of her baud, holding the hand out towards Selwood 
at her side ; then with trembling fingers she unfolded 
it in such a fashion that she and Selwood read it to- 
gether. With astonished eyes and beating hearts 
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the; found themselTes lookmg at a half-aheet of thin, 
foreign-looking notepaper, on which were two or three 
lines of ^pewriting: 

"If yoa wish to save yoor eonsin Barthorpe's 
life, leave the chnrch and speak to the lady whom 
yoa will find in a private anttonobile at the entrance 
to the ohnrchyard." 
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The two yotmg people who bent over this myste- 
rioos message in the shelter of that old-faahioned petw 
'Were each conscious of a similar feeling — they were 
thankful that they were together. Fe^y Wynne had 
never been so glad of anything in her life as for Sel- 
wood's immediate presence at that moment: Selwood 
felt « world of onspeakable gratitade that he was 
there, jost when help and protection were wanted. 
For flach rect^nized, with a sure instinct and intoi- 
tion, that those iimocent-looking lines of type-acript 
signified much, heralded some event of dire import- 
ance. To save Barthorpe Herapath's life ! — ^that 
oonld only mean that somebody — the sender of the 
nota — ^knew that Barthorpe waa innocent and some 
other person gnilty. 

For a moment the girl stared with startled eyes and 
flushed cheeks at the scrap of paper -, then she tnmed 
with a qoick, qaestioning look at her c<Hnpani<ai. 
And Selwood reached for his hat and his sticky and 
mnrmored one word : 

"Gomel" 

Peggie saw nothing of the anrprised and qaestion- 
ing looks which were tnmed on Selwood and herself aa 
they left the pew and passed down the aiale of the 
S7S 
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crowded church. She had but one thonght — ^whom 
was she going to meet outside, what revelation was 
going to be made to hert Unconscious^, she laid a 
hand on Selwood's arm as they passed through tha 
porch, and Selwood, with a quick throh of pride, toob 
it and held it. Then, arm in arm, they walked out, 
and a verger who opened the outer door for tbaa, 
Bmiled as they passed him; he foresaw another pass- 
ing-out, whereat Peggie would wear orai^ blossoms. 

The yard of this particular church was not a place 
of green award, ancient trees, and tumble-down 
tombs; instead it was an expanse of bare flagstones, 
shut in by high walls which terminated at a pair of 
iron gates. Outside those gates an automobile waa 
drawn up; Its driver stood attentively at its door. 
Selwood narrowly inspected both, as he and Peggie 
approached. The car was evidently a private one: 
a quiet, yet smart affair ; its driver was equally smart 
in his dark green livery. And that he bad received 
his orders was evident from the fact that as the two 
young people approached he touched his cap and 
laid a hand on the door of the car. 

"Be watchful and careful," whispered Selwood, as 
he and Peggie crossed the pavement, "Leave all to 
me I" 

He himself was keenly alert to whatever might be 
going to happen. It seemed to him, from the chauf- 
feur's action, that they were to be invited, or P^^e 
was to be invited, to enter the car. Very good — but 
he was going to know who was in that car before any 
communications of any sort were entered upon. Also, 
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Peggie was not goiog to exchange one word with any- 
body, go one step with anybody, nnlefis he remained 
in close attendance npon her. The phraaeoUigy of the 
mysteriooa note; the clandestine fashion in which it 
had been brought under Peggie's notice ; the extraor* 
dinary method adopted of procnring an interview with 
her — all these things had aronsed Sdwood'a snapi- 
cions, and his natural sense of caution was at its full 
BtTctch aa he walked across to the car, wondering what 
he and Pe^e were abont to confront. 

What they did confront was 8 pleasant-faced, white- 
haired, elderly lady, evidently a woman of fashion 
and of cnlture, who bent forward from her seat with 
a kindly, half-apologetic smile. 

"Miss Wynnet" she said inquiringly. "How do 
yon doT And this gentleman is, no doubt, Mr. Sel- 
wood, of whom I have heard f You must forgive this 
strange conduct, this extraordinary manner of get- 
ting speech with yon — I am not a free agent. Now, 
as I have something to say — ^will you both come into 
the ear and hear itf" 

P^^e, who was greatly surprised at this reception, 
turned diffidently to her companion. And Selwood, 
who had been gazing earnestly at the elderly lady's 
face, and bad aeea nothing but good intention in it, 
felt himself considerably embarrassed. 

"I — ^well, really, this is such a very strange affair 
altogether that I don't know what we ot^bt to do," 
he said. "May I suggest that if you wish to talk to 
MiBB Wynne, we should go to her houset It's only 
just round the comer, and " 
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"But tliat's just what I am not to do," replied the 
lady, with an amused laugh. "I repeat — ^I am not 
exactly a free a(fent. It 'a all very strange, and very 
unpleasant, and Bounds, no donbt, very myBterious, 
but I am acting — practically— under orders. Let me 
safest Bomsthing— will you and Miss Wynne ctHoe 
into the car, and I will tell the man to drive gently 
about until you have heard what I have to say f Come 
now! — I am not going to kidnap you, and you can't 
oome to much harm by driving round about Portmaa 
Square for a few minutes, in the company of an old 
woman I Dickerson," she west on, as Selwood mo- 
tioned P^ie to enter tJie car, "drive aa very slowly 
round about here nntU I tell you to atop— go round 
the square — anywhere." 

The car moved gently up Baker Street, and SA- 
wood glaneed inquiringly at their captor. 

"May we have the pleasure of " 

The elderly lady brought out a card-caae and some 
papers. 

"I am Mrs. Engledew," she said. "I live in the 
Herapath Flats. I don't suppose you ever heard of 
me, Miss Wynne, -but I knew your uncle very w^— 
we had been acquaintances, nay, friends, for years. 
I thought it m^ht be necessary to prove my bona 
fides," she continued, with a laugh, "so I broo^ 
some letters of Jacob Herapath 's with me— letters 
written to me — yon recognize his b^, bold hand, of 
course." 

There was no mistaking Jacob Herapath 's writing, 
and the two youi^ people, after one glance at it, 
^changed glances with each other. 
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"Now yoa want to know why I am here," said Mza 
Engledew. "The answer is plain — ^if aatoniahing. I 
have manafTed to get mixed np in this matter of Jacd> 
Herapath's morderl That sounds odd, doean't iti — 
nevertheless, it's trae. But we can't go into that 
now. And I cannot do more than tell yon that I 
simply bring a message and want an answer. My 
dear I" she oontinned, laying a hand on Peggie's aim, 
"yon do not wish to see Bsrthorpe Herspath 
hangedt" 

"We beUeve him innocent," replied P^^e. 

"Qnite bo — ^he is innocent — ol mnrder, anyway," 
eaid Mrs. Engledew. "Now — I speak in absolute con- 
fidence, remember I — there are two men who know 
who the real morderer is. They are in touch with 
me — ^that is, one of them is, on behalf of both. I am 
really here as their emiBsary. They are prepared to 
give you and the police full particulars about the mur- 
der — for a price," 

Selwood felt himself grow more auspicious than 
ever. This lady was of charming address, pleasant 
smile, and apparently candid manners, but — price ! — 
price for telling the truth in a case like this 1 

"What pricet" he asked. 

"Their price is ten thousand pounds — cash," an- 
swered Mrs. Engledew, with a little shrug of her 
ahoulders. "Seems a great deal, doesn't itt But 
that is their price. They will not be moved from it. 
If Miss Wynne will agree to pay that sum, they will 
at once not only give their evidence as to the real 
uaadeniT of Jacob Herapath, bnt th^ will point him 
out." 
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"Whent" demaaded Selwood. 

' ' Tonight ! ' ' replied Mrs. Bngledew. ' ' Tonight — at 
an hour to be fixed after youz agreemeot to their 
terms. " 

Selwood felt himaelf in a difficult position. Mr. 
Tertius was out of town for the day, gone to visit an 
antiquarian friend in Berk&hire : Mr. Halfpenny lived 
away down amongst the Siirr^ hills. Still, there was 
Coz-Baythwaite to tarn to. But it seemed as if the 
lady desired an immediate answer. 

"You know these meut" he asked. 

"One only, who represents both," answered Mrs. 
Engledew. 

"Why not point him oat to the police, and let 
them deal with themt" suggested Selwood. "They 
would get his evidence out of him without any ques- 
tion of price 1" 

"I have given my word," said Mrs. Engledew. "I 
— ^the fact is, I am mised up iu this, quite innocent^, 
of coarse. And I am sure that no living person 
knows the truth except these men, and just as sure 
that they will not tell what they know unless they 
are paid. The police could not make them speak 
if they didn't want to speak. They know veiy well 
that they have got the whip-hand of all of us in that 
respect!" 

"Of you, toot" asked Selwood. 

"Of me, too!" she answered. "Nobody in the 
world, I'm sure, knows the secret but these men. 
And it 's important to me personally that they ahould 
reveal it. In fact, though I'm not rich, I'll join Uiss 
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Wynne in paying their price, so far as a tbousand 
poonda is concerned. I would pay more, bnt I really 
bsveo't got the money — I daren't go beyond a thou- 
sand." 

Selwood felt himself impressed by this candid offer. 

"Precisely what do they ask— what do they pro- 
pose t" he asked. 

"This. If yon agree to pay them ten thousand 
poonde^ you and Professor Cox-Baythwaite are to 
meet them tonight. They will then tell the true story, 
and they will further take you and the police to the 
man, the real murderer," answered Mrs. Bngledew. 
"It ia important that all this should be done tonight." 

"Where is this meeting to take placet" demanded 
Selwood. 

"It can take place at my flat: in fact, it must, be- 
cause, as I Bay, I am unfortnnatdy mixed up," said 
Mrs. Ei^ledew. "If you agree to the terms, yon are 
to telephone to me — I have written my number on 
the card — at two o'clock this afternoon. Then I shall 
telephone the time of meeting tonight, and you must 
bring the money with you." 

"Ten thousand pounds in cash — on Sunday!" ex- 
claimed Selwood. "That, of course, is utterly im- 
poBsible. ' ' 

"Not cash in that sense," replied Mrs. Engledew. 
"An open cheque will do. And, don't you see, that, 
I think, proves the bona fdeg at the men. If th^ 
fail to do what they say they can and will do, you 
can stop payment of that cheque first thing tomorrow 
momii^." 
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"Yes, that's so," agreed Selwood. He glanced at 
Pe^e, who was silently listening with deep interest. 
"I don't know how things stand," he went on. "Mr. 
Halfpenny, Miss Wynne's sollcitoE, lives a long w^ 
out of town. Miss Wynne would doubtless cheerfully 
aacrifice ten thousand pounds to save her cousin— 

"Oh, twenty thousand — anything I" ezeluimed Peg- 
gie. "Don't let us hesitate about money, please." 

"Bat I don't know whethei* ^e can draw a cheque,' 
continued Selwood. "At least, for such an amount 
as that. Perhaps Professor Gox-Baythwaite can tell 
us. Let me ask you a question or two, if you pleaae, 
MiB. Engledew," he went on. "You say you only 
know one of these men. Do you know hia namel" 

' ' No — I don 't, ' ' confessed Mra. Engledew. ' ' EJveiy- 
thii^ is secret and mysterious." 

"Are you convinced — has he done anything to 
convince you — of hia good faith f" 

"Yea — absolutely J ' ' 

"YoQ don't doubt his — their — ability to clear all 
this upl" 

"I'm quite sure they can clear it up." 

"Have you any idea as to the identity of the real 
murderer t" 

"Not the leaatl" 

"One more question, then," concluded Selwood. 
"Are the police to be there when Coz-Baythwaite 
and I come tonight t" 

"That I don't know," replied Mrs. Bbgledew. 
"All I know ia — just what I am ordered to say. P^ 
th«u the money — they will tell the truth and take you 
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and the police to the real criminaL One mora thing 
— ^it is understood that 70U will not approach the 
police between now and this evening. That part — 
the police part — is to be left to them." 

"I rmderstand," said Selwood. "Very well— we 
will get out, if you please, and we will go straight 
to Professor Cox-Baythwaite. At two o'clock I shall 
ring you up and give you our answer." 

He hurried P^gie into a taxi-cab as soon aa Mrs. 
Ei^ledew's car had gone away, and they went hastily 
to Bndsleigh Gardens, where Professor Cox-Bayth- 
waite listened to the strange story in dead ulence. 

"Mrs. Ei^ledew — lady living in Herapath Plats 
^Id friend of Jacob's — ^possessed letters of his— in- 
stromeat for two men in possession of secret — ^will- 
ing to fork oat a thousand of her own," he muttered. 
"Gad!— I take that to be genuine, Selwood! The 
only question is for Peggie here — does she wish to 
throw away nine thousand to save Barthorpe's necfcl" 

"The only question, Professor," said Pege^B, re- 
provingly, "is — can I do itf Can I draw a eheqae 
for that amount ! ' * 

"Why notl" replied the Professor. "Everything's 
in order. Barthorpe withdrew that wretched caveat 
— ^the will's lieen proved — every penny that Jacob 
possessed is yours. Draw a cheque for fifty thousand, 
if you like!" 

"And you will go with Mr. Selwoodt" asked Peg- 
gie, with a touch of anxiety which was not lost on 
the Professor. 

"Go with him — and take care of him, too," an- 
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nrered the Professor, digging his big fingeis into Sel> 
wood's ribs. "Very good. Now atop here and lunch 
with me, and at two o'clock well telephone." 

He and Peggie stood breathleaaly waiting in the 
hall that afternoon while Selwood was bnsy at the 
telephone in an adjacent lobby. Selwood came back 
to them ooddii^ his head. 

"All right!" he said. "Yon and I, Professor, at 
htx flat— tonight, at nine o'clock." 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

THE mTEBBUPTED DIMHBB-PABTT 

Tiiffitt's recent iDqniries in connection witli tba 
Herapath affair had been all very well from a strictly 
professional point of view, bat not so well from an- 
other. For nearly twelve months he had been en- 
gaf^ to a sweet girl, of whom he was very fond, and 
who thoroughly reciprocated his affection; up to the 
time of the Herapath morder he had contrived to 
spend s certain portion of each day with her, and 
to her he had invariably devoted the whole of his 
Sundays. In this love affair he was joined by hii 
friend, to whom Triffitt *s yoong lady had introduced 
her great friend, with whom Carver had promptly 
become infatuated. These ladies, both very young 
and undeniably charming, spent the greater part of 
the working week at the School of Needlework, in 
SoQth Kensington, where they fashioned various beau- 
tiful objects with busy needles; Sundays they gave 
up to their swains, and every Sunday ended with a 
little dinner of four at some cheap restaurant whereat 
yon could get quite a number of courses at the fixed 
price of half a crown or so and drink light wine which 
was very little dearer than pale ale. All parties con- 
cerned looked forward throughout the week to these 
joyful occasions; the girls wore their best frocks, and 
283 
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the Toung men came out bravely iu the matter of 
neckties; there was langhter aad gaiety and a gen- 
eral escape from the proaaic matters which obtained 
from Monday to Saturday — consequently, Triffitt felt 
it a serioos thing that attention to this Herapath boai- 
nesB bad come to interfere with his bve^naking and 
his Sunday feast of mirth and gladness. More than 
once he had been, obliged to let Carver go alone to the 
usual rendezvous ; he himself had been running hither 
and thither after chances of news which never mate- 
rialized, while his sweetheart played gooseberry to the 
more favoured people. And as he was very mnch 
in love, Triffitt had often been tempted to throw bis 
elues and his theories to the winds, and to vow him- 
bA{ to t^e service of Yenns rather than to that <^ 
Mercury. 

But on that Sunday which saw the white-haired 
lady interviewing Peggie "Wynne and Selwood, Trifltet, 
to his great delight, found that newspaper require- 
ments were not going to interfere with him. The 
hue-and-cry after the missing Burehill was dying 
down — the police (so Davidge told Triffitt in strict 
confidence) were of the firm opinion that Burehill 
had escaped to the continent — probably within a few 
hours of the moment wherein he made bia nnca^noiti- 
ous exit from %r. Halfpenny 'a office. Even MarUe- 
dew was not so keen about the Herapath aflfair as he 
had been. His policy was — a new day, a new affair. 
The Herapath mystery was becoming a little stale — 
it would get staler unless a fresh and startling devel- 
opment took place. As it was, nothing was likely to 
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arise which would titillate the public until Barthorpe 
Herapath, now safely lodged in the remand prison, 
was broaght to trial, or nnless Bnrchill was arrested. 
Consequently, Triffitt was not expected to make up a 
half or s whole column of recent and sensational 
Herapath news every morning. And so he gladly 
took this Sund^ for a return to the primrose paths. 
He and Carver met their sweethearts ; they took them 
to the Albert Hall Sunday afternoon concert — noth- 
ing better offering in the middle of wint^?^ — ^they went 
to tea at the sweethearts' lodgings; later in the even- 
ing they carried them off to the accustomed Sunday 
dinner. 

Tri£9tt and Carver had become thoroughly seasoned 
men of the world in the matter of ftnf|iTig out good 
places whereat to dine well and cheaply. They knew 
all the Soho restsnranta. They had sampled several 
in Oxford Street and in Tottenham Court Road. But 
by abeer lui^ they had found one — an Italian restao- 
rant — in South, Kensington which was, in their opin- 
ion, superior to all of their acquaintance. This estab- 
lishment had many advantages for lovers. To begin 
with, it bore a poetical name — ^the Gaf£ Venezi^' 
Triffitt, who frequently read Byron and Shelley to bis 
adored one, said it made one think of moonlight and 
gondolas, and similar adjuncts to what he called par- 
fmte amour. Then it was divided off into little cab- 
inets, just holding four people — that was an advant- 
age when you were mire of your company. And for 
the prim pee of two shillings they gave you quite a 
good dinner; also thdr Chianti was of exceptional 
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quality, and according to the proprietor, it canM 
straight from Siena. 

On this Sonday eveniog, then, Triffitt on one Bide 
of a table with his lady-love, Carver on the other 
with bis, made merry, with no thoiight of anything 
but the joys of the moment. They had arrived at the 
last stages of the feast; the heroes puffed cigarettea 
and sipped Benedictine; the beroines daintily drank 
their sweetened coffee. Th«y all chattered gaily, out 
of the fulness of their yonthfnl hearts; not one of 
them bad any ides that anything was going to happen. 
And in the midst of their lightaomeness, Triffitt, who 
faced a mirror, started, dropped his cigarette, upaet 
his liqueur glass and turned pale. For an instant 
he clutched the tablecloth, staring straight in front 
of him; then with a great effort he controlled bii 
emotion and with a cautious hissing of his breatb, 
gazed wamingly at Carver. 

'"Shi" whispered Triffitt "Not a word! And 
don't move — don't show a sign, any of you. Carver 
— ^tum your head very slowly and look behind you. 
At the bar I" 

At the entrance to that restaurant there was s 
bar, whereat it was possible to get a drink. There 
were two or three men, so occupied, standing at this 
bar at that moment — Carver, leisurely turning to in- 
spect them, suddenly started as violently as Triffitt 
had started a moment before. 

"Good heavens!" he muttered. "BurchiU!" 

"Quiet!" commanded Triffitt "Quiet, all of you. 
By Gadt-^bls Is " 
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He ended in an eloquent silence and iritlL a glare 
at his companions which would have imposed silence 
on an nnruly class-room. He was already at woi^— ' 
the qoiek, sure journalistic instinct had come np on 
top and was rapidly realizing the aitoation. That 
the man standing there, openly, calmly, taking a drink 
of some sort, was Frank Bnrdiill he had no more 
doobt than of his own identity. The thing was — 
Kliat was to be done t 

Triffitt was as qoick of action as of thon^t — in 
two seconds he had made up his mind. With another 
warning glance at the startled girls, be bent across 
the table to Carver. 

"Carverl" he whispered. "Do exactly what Z 
tell yon. When BarchiU goes out, Trizie and 111 
follow him. Yon pay the bill— then you and Lettie 
jump into the first taxi yon can get and go to Scot- 
land Yard. Find David^I If Davidge isn't there, 
get somebody else. Wait there until I ring yon up I 
What I'll do wiU be thia— we'll follow Burchill, and 
if I see that he's going to take to train or cab 111 call 
help and stop hint You follow met As soon as I've 
taken action, or run him to earth. III ring up Scot- 
land Yard, an then " 

"He's going," aimounced Carver, who had taken 
advantage of the many mirrors to keep his eye (« 
Burchill. "He's oflFl I onderstand " 

Triffitt was already leading his sweetheart quietly 
out. In the gloom of the street he saw Burchill 's tall 
figure striding away towards Cromwell Road. Trif- 
fitt's companion was an athletically inclined yoong 
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woman — long walks in the coontrj on sammer Snn- 
days had toughened her powers of looomoticni and she 
strode oat maofally in response to Triffitt's command 
to huny up. 

' ' Lack; that you were with me, Trixie 1 * ' exclaimed 
Triifitt. "You m^B a aplendid blind. Suppomng 
he does look round and aees that he's being followed t 
yfhy, he'd never think that we were after him. Slip 
yonr band in my arm — he'll think we're jost a couple 
of sweethearts, going his way. Gad I — ^wbat a sot* 
prifle I And what a che^ he has — with all thoee bills 
ont against himi" 

"Tou don't think hell shoot you if he eatohei 
flight of youT" asked Trixie, anxiously. "He'd be 
sore to recognize you, wouldn't h«T" 

"We'll not come within shooting distance," replied 
Triffitt grimly. "AH I want to do is to track him. 
Of course, if he gets into any vehicle. 111 have to 
act Let's draw a bit nearer." 

Borehill showed no sign of hailing any vehicle; 
indeed, he showed no sign of anything but cool con- 
fidenee. It was certainly nearly nine o'clock of a daik 
winter evening, but there was plenty of artifioial 
li^t in the streets, and Burchill made no attempt to 
escape its glare. He walked on, smoking a cigar, 
janntily swinging an umbrella, he passed and was 
passed by kmumerable people ; more than one police- 
man glanced at bis tall figure and took no notiee. 
And Triffitt chuckled cynically. 

"There you are, Trixiel" he said. "There's a 
fellow who's wanted about as badly as can be, whose 
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picture's posted up outside every police-station in 
London, and at every port in England, and he walks 
about, and stares at people, and passes policemen as 
unconeernedly as I do. The fact of the case is that 
if I went to that bobby and pointed Bnrchill out, and 
told the hobby who he is, all that bobby would say 
would be, 'Wlio are you a-kiddin' oft' — or words 
to that equivalent. And so — still ahead he goes, and 
we after him I And — ^whereT" 

Barchill evidently knew very well where lie was 
going. He crossed Cromwell Road, went up Queen's 
Road, turned into Queen's Qate Terrace, and leisurdy 
pursuing his way, proceeded to cut through various 
streets and thoroughfares towards Kensington Hi^ 
Street Always he looked forward ; never once did he 
turn nor seem to have any suspicion that he was being 
followed. There was nothing here of the furtive dink, 
the frightened slouch of the criminal escaped from 
justice; the man's entire bearii^ was that of fear- 
lessness; he strode across Kensington High Street in 
the foil glare of light before the Town Hall and under 
the noses of several policemen. 

Five minutes later Triffitt pulled himself and Trixie 
up with a gasp. The chase had come to an end — for 
that moment, at any rate. Boldly, openly, with ab- 
solute nonchalance, Burchill walked into a brilliantly 
lighted entrance of the Herapath Flats I 
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THE TORKBHIBB PBOTEBB 

In. the coarse of Triffitt's brief and fairly glorious 
journalistic career, he had enjoyed and suffered a 
few startling experiences. He had been fastened np 
in the darker r^ions of a London sewer in flood, won- 
dering if he would ever breathe the fine air of Fleet 
Street again or go down with the rats tiiat scurried hj 
him. He had been down a coal-mine in the bad hour 
-which follows an explosion. He had several timea 
risked his neck; his limbs bad often been in dai^er; 
he had known what it was to feel thumpings of the 
heart and catchings of the breath from sheer fright. 
He had come face to face with Bnrprise, with aston- 
ishment, with audacious turnings of Fortune's glasa. 
But never in all his life had he been so surprised as 
be now was, and after one long, low whistle he re- 
lieved his feelings by quoting verse : 



"Trixiel" he went on in a low, concentrated voice. 
"This licks alll This bangs Baoagher! This— but 
words fail me, Trixiel" 

"What is it, Herbert t " demanded Trixie anxiously. 
"What does it all mean?" 

" Ah I " responded Triffttt, wildly tnnit'ng the crown 
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of his deerstalker. "That's jnst it I What does it 
all mean, my dearl Gad! — this is — to use the com- 
mon language of the common man, a fair lickerl 
That that chap Bnrchill shoidd march as bold as brass 
into those Herapath Flats, is — well, I couldn't be 
more surprised, Trixie, than if yon were to tell ma 
that yon are the Qneen of Sheba's grand-daughter 1 
Not BO mnch bo, in fact. Ton see " 

Bnt at that moment a taxi-cab came speeding round 
the comer, and from it presently emerged Carver 
and Davidge. The detective, phlegmatic, qniet as 
ever, nodded familiarly to TrifStt and lifted his hat 
to Triiie. 

"SiTening, Mr. Tnffitt," he said qnietly. 

"He's in there I" exclaimed Triffitt, grabbing Dar- 
idge's arm and pointing wildly to the brilliantly 
lighted entrance, wherein two or three uniformed 
servants lounged about to open doors and attend to 
elevators. "Walked in as if the whole place belonged 
to himl Tou know — Bnrchill 1" 

"Ah, just so!" re^>onded Davidge nnconcemedly. 
"Quite BO — I wouldn't name no names in the street 
if I were you, Mr. Triffitt. Ah! — to be sure, now. 
iWell, of course, he would have to go in somewhere, 
wouldn't hef— as well here as anywhere, perhaps. 
Tea. Now, if this young lady would join the other 
young lady in the cab, Mr. Carver 11 escort 'em home, 
and then he can come back here if he likes — ^we might 
have a bit of a job for him. And when the ladies 
retire, you and me can do our bit of business, d 'ye see, 
Mr. Triffitt Wiatt" 
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Trixie, urged towards the cab, showed signs of on- 
easiness. 

"Promise me you won't get shot, or poisoned, or 
anything, Herbert !" she entreated. "If you do " 

"We aren't going in for any shooting tonight, 
miss," said Davidge gravely. "Some other night, 
perhaps. All quiet and serene tonight— just a little 
family gathering, as it were — all pleasant!" 

"But that dreadful man!" exclaimed Trixie, point- 
ing to the door of the 0ats. "Supposing " 

"Ah, but we won't suppose," answered Davidge. 
"He's all right, he ia. Mild as milk we shall find 
liim — my word on it, miss. Now," be continued^ 
when he had gently but firmly assisted Trixie into 
the cab, said a word or two to Carver, taken TrifBtt'a 
arm, and led him/ across the street, "now well talk 
a bit, quietly. So he's gone in there, has he, Mr. 
Trif&ttT Just so. Alone, nowf" 

"Quite alone," replied Triffitt. "What's it all 
about — what does it meant You seem remarkably 
cool about it r * 

"I shouldn't be much use in my trade if I didn't 
keep cool, Mr. Triffitt," answered Davidge. "You 
see, I know a bit — perhaps a good deal — of what's 
going on — or what's going to go on, presently. So 
will you. Ill take you in there." 

* ' There » Where ? ' ' demanded Triffitt. 
"Where he's gone," said Davidge. "Where — if 
I'm not mistaken — that chap's going." 

He pointed to a man who had come quickly round 
the comer fnun the direction of the High Street, a 
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middle-sized, apparently well-dreased maD, who har< 
Tied up the hro&d steps and disappeared within the 
glaaa-panelled doors. 

"That's another of 'em," ohserved David^. "And 
I'm a Datchman if this tazi-cah doesn't hold t'other 
two. Ton 11 rew^nize them, easy." 

Triffitt gaped with astonishment as he saw Pro- 
fessor Cox-Ri^hwaite and Selwood descend from 
the tazi-eab, pass ap the steps, and disappear. 

"Talk of mysteries!" he said. "This '* 

Daridge palled out an old-fashioned watch. 

"Nine o'eloct," he remarked. Come on — we'll go 
in. Now, then, Mr. Triffitt," he continued, pressing 
his companion's arm, "let me give yon a tip. Ton 
m^n't know that I'm a Yorkshireman — ^I ami We've 
8 good old proverb — it's often cast up against os: 
'Hear all — say naught t' Ton 11 see me aet on it to- 
night — act on it yourself. And — a word in yonr 
earl — ^yon're going to have the biggest surprise yon 
ever had in yonr life — and so's a certain somebody 
else that we shall see in five minutest Come on!" 

He took Triffitt 's arm firmly in his, led him up the 
stairs, in at the doors. The hall-porter came forward. 

"Take me up," said Davidge, "to Mrs, Engledew's 
flat" 
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BUBCHILL FILI^ THE STAQB 

It seemed to Tiiffltt, wlio possessed, and sedolooaly 
cultivated, a sense of the dramatic, that the scene to 
vMcb he and Davidge were presently conducted hy a 
trim and somewhat sorprised-looking parlour-ioaid, 
was one which might have been bodily li£ted from the 
stage of any theatre devoted to work of the melo- 
dramatic order. The detective and the reporter 
found themselves on the threshold of a bandsomdy 
famished dining-room, vividly lighted by lamps 
which threw a warm pink glow over the <dd oak fumi- 
tore and loxnrious fittings. On one side of the big 
table sat Professor Cox-Baythwaite and Selwood both 
looking a little mystified; at the further end sat a 
shortish, rather fat man, obviously a foreigner, who 
betrayed anxiety in every line of his rather oily eoon- 
tenance. And posed in an el^ant attitude on the 
hearthrug, one elbow resting on the black marble of 
the mantelpiece, one band toying with a cigarette, 
stood BurchiU, scrupulously attired as usual, and con- 
veying, or endeavouring to convey to whoever lotted 
npon him, that he, of all people present, was master 
of himself and all of the scene. 
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Triffitt took all this in at a glance ; his next glance 
was at tile el^ant, white-haired lady who came for- 
ward to meet him and hia companion. Davidge gave 
him a nudge as he executed a dnek-like bow. 

"Servant, ma'am," said Davidge in his quietest 
and coolest maimer. "I took the liberty of bringing 
a friend with me. You see, ma'am, aa these proceed- 
ings are in what we may call the public way, Mrs. 
Engledew, no objection I'm sure to having a press 
gentleman at them. Mr. Triffitt, ma*am, of the ArguM 
newsjMiper. Known to these gentlemen — all of 'em — 
unless it's the gentleman at the far end, there. 
Known, at any rate, to Mr. Selwood and the Fro- 
feasor," continued Davidge, nodding with much fa- 
miliarity to the person he named. "And likewise to 
Mr. Burchill there. How do you do, sir, this even- 
ing} Ton and me, I think, has met before, and 
diall no doubt meet again. Well, ms'am, and now 
that I 've come, perhaps I mi^t ask a question. "What 
have I cmie fort" 

Davidge had kept up this flow of talk while he 
took stock of his surroundings, and now, with another 
nudge of his companion's elbow, he took a chair be- 
tween the door and the table, planted himself flnu^ 
in it, put his hands on top of his stout stick, and 
propped his chin on his hands. He looked at Mm. 
Engledew once more, and then let his eyes make an- 
other inspection of her guests. 

"What have I come for, ma'am t" he repeated. "To 
hear those revelations yon spoke of when yon called 
on me this afternoon t Just so. Well, ma'am, the 
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only question now is — who's going to make 'emt 
For, ' ' he added, sitting ap again after his further in- 
spection, and bestowing a general smile all round, 
"revelatitms, ma'am, is what I chiefly hanker after, 
and I shall be glad — delighted! — ^to hear any apeci- 
mens from — anybody as chooses to make 'em 1" 

Mrs. Engledew looked at Burchill as she resumed 
her seat. 

"I think Mr. Bnrchiil is the most likely perwm to 
tell you what there is to tdl, ' ' she said. ' ' His friend 

"Ahi — the gentleman at the other end of the table, 
no doubt," observed Davidge. "How do you do, 
airt And what might that gentleman's name be, 
nowT" 

Burchill, who had been watching the detective care- 
fully, threw away his cigarette and showed an inclina- 
tion to speak. 

"Look here, Davidge!" he said. "You know very 
well why you're here — you're here to hear the real 
truth about the Herapath murder! Mrs. Engledew 
told you that this afternoon, when she called on yon 
at Scotland Yard. Now the only two people who 
know the real truth are m3'self and my friend tiiere — 
Mr. Dimambro." 

Selwood and Cox-Raythwaite, who until then had 
remained in ignorance of the little foreigner's iden- 
tity, started and looked at him with int^-est. So 
this was the missing witness I But Davidge remained 
eool and unimpressed. 

"Ah, just sol" he said. "Foreign gentleman, no 
doubt. And yon and Mr. Dimambro are the only 
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petsoDfl who know the real truth about that little 
affair, eh, Mr, BorehilL Very good, bo as " 

"As Mr. Dimambro doesn't speak Ei^lish veiy 
well " began Burchill. 

"I speak it — ^you understand — enough to say s 
good many worda — but not ao good as him," observed 
Mr. Dimambro, waving a fat hand. "He say it for 
me — for both o( us, eh!" 

"To be sure, sir, to be sure," said Davidge. "Mr. 
Bnrchill is gifted that way, of course. Well, Mr. 
fiurchill, and what might this story be, nowT Deeply; 
interesting, I'll be bound." 

Burchill pulled a chair to the table, opposite Sel- 
wood and the Professor. He put the tips of his 
fingers together and assumed an explanatory manner. 

"I shall have to begin at the beginning," be said. 
"ToqII all please to follow me closely. Now, to 
commence — Mrs, Engledew permits me to ^eak for 
her as well as for Mr. Dimambro. The fact is, I can 
put the circumstances of the whole affair into a con- 
seoutive manner. And I will preface what I have to 
aiay by making a statement respectii^ a fact in the 
life of the late Mr. Herapath which will, I believe 
be substantiated by Mr. Selwood, my successor as 
secretary to the deceased gentleman. Mr. Herapath, 
in addition to being an authority on the building of 
up-to-date fiats, was also more or leas of an expert in 
precious stones. He not only bought and sold in these 
thii^, but he gave advice to his friends in matters 
relating to them. Mr. Selwood has, I am sure, had 
experience of that factt" 

"To a certain extent — ^yes," agreed Selwood. "But 
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I had not been long enough in Mr. Herapath's em- 
pIo7 to know how much he went in for that sort of 
thing." 

"Th&t is immaterial," continued Borchill. "We 
establish the fact that he did. Now we come to the 
first chapter of our story. This lady, Mrs. Ei^Iedew, 
8 tenant of this flat since the Herapath Estate was 
built, is an old acquaintance — I am permitted to aay, 
friend— of the late Jacob Herapath. She occasionally 
consulted him on matters of business. On November 
12th last she consulted him on another affair — though 
it had, of course, a business complexion. Mrs. Engla- 
dew, by the death of a relative, bad just come into 
possession of some old family jewels — chiefly dia^ 
monds. These diamonds, which, Mrs. Engledew tells 
me, had been valued by Spinks at about seven thou- 
sand pounds, were in very old, considerably worn set- 
tings. Mrs. Engledew wished to have them reset. 
Knowing that Jacob Herapath had great taste and 
hnowle^e in that direction, she saw him at his office 
on the noon of November 12th, showed him the dia- 
monds, and asked his advice. Jacob Herapath — I am 
giving you Mrs. Engledew 's account — ^told her to leave 
the diamonds with him, as he was going to see, that 
very day, an expert in that line, to whom he would 
show the stones with the idea of his giving him his 
opinion on what ought to be done with them. Mrs. 
Engledew handed him the diamonds in a small case, 
which he put in his pocket. I hope," added Burchill, 
turning to Mrs. Engledew, "that I have given all this 
quite correctly t" 
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"Quite," assented Mrs. Engledew. "It is peiv 
ibcUy correct. ' ' 

"Then," continued Burdiill, "we pass on to Mr. 
Dimambro. Mr. Liiigi Dlmambro is a dealer in pre- 
cious stones, who resides in Genoa, bat travels widely 
about Europe in porsnance of his basiness. Mr. 
Dimambro had had several dealings with Jacob Hera- 
path during past years, but previous to NovembfflT 
12th last they had not met for something like twelve 
months. On their last previous meeting Jacob Hera- 
path told Mr. Dimambro that he was collecting pearla 
of a certain sort and size — specimens of which he 
showed him — ^with a view to presaiting his niece, Miss 
Wynne, with a necklace which was to be formed of 
them. He gave Dimambro a commission to collect 
such pearls for him. On November 11th last Dimam- 
bro arrived in London from the Continent, and wrote 
to Mr. Eerapath to tell him of his arrival, and to 
notify him that he had brought with him some pearls 
of the sort he wanted. Mr. Herapsth thereupon made 
an appointment with Dimambro at the House of Com- 
mons on the evening of November 12th at half -past ten 
o'clock. Dimambro kept that appointment, showed 
Mr. Herapath the pearls which he had brought, sold 
them to him, and received from him, in payment for 
them, a cheque for three thousand guineas. This 
transaction being conducted, Mr. Herapath drew from 
his pocket (the same pocket in which he had already 
placed the pearls, which I understand, were wrapped 
ap in a small bag or case of waah-leather) the dia- 
monds which Mrs. Engledew had entrusted to him. 
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ahowed them to Dimambro, and asked his opinion as 
to how tb^ conld best be reset. It is not material 
to this explanation to repeat what Dimambro said on 
that matter — suffice it to say that Dimambro gave an 
expert opinion, that Mr. Herapath once more pocketed 
the diamonds, and soon afterwards left the Hooae 
of Commons for his estate offices with both lots of 
valuable stones in his possession — some ten thoosand 
pounds' worth in all. As for Dimambro, he went 
htone to the hotel at which he was stopping — a little 
place called the Ravenna, in Soho, an Italian house- 
next morning, first thing, he cashed his cheque, and 
before noon he left for the Continent. He had not 
heard of the mnrder of Jacob Herapath when he left 
London, and he did not hear of it nntil next day. I 
think I have given Mr. Dimambro 's accoont aeca- 
rately — his account so far," condnded Burehill, tont- 
ii^ to die Italian. "If not, he will correct me." 

"Quite right, quite right!" said Dimambro, vhi> 
had listened eagerlj. " I do not hear of the murder, 
eh, until I am in Berlin — it is, yes, next day— day 
after I leave London — ^that I hear of it, you under- 
stand! I then see it in the newspaper — Englifh 
news, eht" 

"Why did yon not come back at oneel" asked Cox- 
Raythwaite. 

Dimambro spread oat his hands. 

"Oh, I have my business — very particular," he 
said. "Besides, it has nothing to do with me, eht 
I don't see no — no conneetion between me and that 
— nol Bat in time, I do come back, and then — ^he 
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tell yon," he broke off, pointing to Burchill. "He 
tell you better, sect" 

"I am taking everything in order," said BnrehilL 
' ' And for the present I have done with Mr. Dimambro. 
Now I come to myself. I shall have to go into details 
about myself which I should not give if it were not 
for these exceptional circumstances, Mr. Davidge, I 
am sure, will understand me. Well, about myself — 
you will all remember that at both the coroner's in- 
quest and at the proceedings before the magistrate 
at which Barthorpe Herapath was present and I — ^for 
reasons well known ! — was not, there was mention made 
of a letter which I had written to Jacob Herapath and 
was subsequently found in Barthorpe 's possession, on 
his arrest. That letter was taken to be a blackmail- 
ing letter — I don't know whether any of you will be- 
lieve me, and I don't care whether you do or not, 
but I declare that it was not meant to be a letter of 
that sort, though its wording might set up that opin- 
ion. However, Jacob Herapath resented that letter, 
and on its receipt he wrote to me showing that it had 
greatly displeased him. Now, I did not want to dis- 
please Jacob Herapath, and on receipt of hia letter, I 
determined to see him personally at once. Being, of 
course, thoroughly familiar with his habits, I knew 
that he generally left the House of Commons about ft 
quarter past eleven, every night when the House was 
sitting. I accordingly walked down to Palace Tard, 
intending to accost him. I arrived at the entrance to 
the Hall soon after eleven. A few minutes later 
Mountain, the coachman, drove up with the coupfi 
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brougham. I remained within the shadow of the 
porch — there were other people about — several Mem- 
bers, and men who were with them. At a quarts 
past eleven Jacob Herapath came down the Hall, ac- 
companied by Dimambro. I knew Dimambro, thoagh 
I had not seen him for some time — I used to see him, 
Tery occasionally, during my secretaryship to Mr. 
Herapath. When I saw these two in conversation, I 
drew hack, and neither of them saw me. I did not 
want to accost Mr. Herapath in the presence of a 
second party. I watebed him part from Dimambro, 
and I heard him tell Mountain to drive to the estate 
office. When both be and Dimambro had gone, I 
walked out into Parliament Square, and after think- 
ing things over, I hailed a passing taxi-cab, and told 
the driver to go to Kensington High Street, and to 
pnll up by the Metropolitan Station." 

Burcbill here paused — to give Davidge a peculiarly 
knowii^ look. 

"Now I want yon all — and particularly Mr. Da- 
vidge — to follow closely what I'm going to tell yon," 
he continued. "I got out of the cab at the station in 
the High Street, dismissed it, walked a little vn^ 
along the street, and then crossed over and made for 
the Herapath Flats — for the estate office entrance. I 
think you are all very well acquainted with that en- 
trance. You know that it lies in a covered carriage 
way which leads from the side-street into the big 
quadrangle round which the flats are built. As I 
went up the side-street, on the opposite side, mind, to 
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tlie eotrance, I saw a man come out of tlie covered 
carriage way. That man I knew!" 

Burcbill made a dramatic pause, looking impres- 
sively aroimd him amidst a dead silence. 

"Knew!" he repeated, shaking his finger at the 
expectant faces. "Knew welll But — I am not goii^ 
to tell yon his name at this moment. For the present 
we will call him Mr. X" 
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DAVIDOE'a TBUUP CABD 

Bnrchill paused for a moment, to give fall effect 
to this dramatic announcement, which, to tell tmth, 
certainly impressed every member of his audience 
bat one. That one skilfully concealed his real fed- 
ings under a show of feigned intereBt. 

"Tou never b^I" exclaimed Davidge, dropping 
into a fayonrite colloquialism of his native county. 
"Dear me, today I A man that you knew, Mr. 
BurchUl, and that for the present yonll call Mr. X. 
Ton knew him well, thent" 

"Better than I know you," replied Barchill. He 
was b^inning to be suspicious of Davidge 's tone, and 
his resentment of it showed in his answer. "Wdl 
enoiD^h to know him and not to mistake him, anyhow t 
And mind yon, there was nothing surprising in his 
being there at that time of night — that's a point that 
you should bear in mind, Davidge — it 'a in your line, 
that. I knew BO much of Jacob Herapath's methods 
and doings that it was quite a reasonable thing for 
this man to be coming out of the estate ofBcea jnsi 
before midnight." 

"Exactly, sir — ^I follow you," said Davidge. "Ah! 
— and what might this Mr. X. do then, Mr. Burchillt** 

Burchill, who had addressed his ronarhs chiefly to 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



DAVIDGE'S TRUlfP CARD 808 

the listeners on the other side of the table, and notably 
to Cos-BaTthvaite, turned away from the detective 
and went on. 

"This man — Mr. X," he said, "came quickly out 
of the door, turned down the side-street a little, then 
turned back, passed the carriage-entrance, and went 
away np the street in the opposite direction. H» 
turned on his own tracks so quickly that I was cot- 
tain he had seen somebody coming whbm he did not 
wish to meet. He " 

' ' Excuse me a moment, ' ' broke in Cox-Baythwaite. 
"How was it X. didn't see yonf" 

"Because I was on the opposite side of the street, 
in deep shadow," replied Burchill. "Besides that, 
the instant I canght sight of him I quietly slipped, 
back into a doorway. I remained there while h» 
turned and hurried np the street, for I was sure he- 
had seen somebody coming, and I wanted to find 
out who it was. And in another minute Barthorpe 
Herapath came along, walking quickly. Then I on- 
derstood — X. had seen him in the distanoe, and didn't 
want to meet him." 

"Just so, just so," mnrmnred Davidge. "To ba- 
surel" 

"Barthorpe Herapath turned into the carriage- 
way and went into the ofBce," continned Burchill. 
"Now, as I've already said, I knew Jacob Herapath'* 
methods; I hadn't served him for nothing. He was 
the sort of man who makes no distinction between 
day and night — it was quite a common thing for him 
to fix op business appointmoits with people at mid- 
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vigbt. I've been present at Buch appointments many 
a time. So, I dare say, has Mr. Selwood ; any one who 
aeted as secretary to Jacob Herapath knows well that 
he'd think nothing of transacting business at three 
o'clock in the morning. So I koew, o£ eoui^ that 
Bartliorpe had gone there to keep some snch appoint- 
ment I alBo knew that it would probably last soma 
time. Now I wanted to see Jacob Herapath alone. 
And as there didn't seem to be any chance of it jost 
then, I went home to my flat in Maida Vale." 

•'Walked int" asked Davidge. 

"If you're particular as to the means, I totdt a 
taxi-cab at the Gardens end of the Hig^ Street," re- 
plied Bnrchill, half-contemptuously. He turned his 
attention to Selwood end the Professor again, "Kow, 
I'm going to tell you the plain truth about what hap- 
pened afterwards," he continued. "This part of the 
story is for the particular benefit of you two gen- 
tlemen, though it has its proper connection with all 
the rest of the narrative. I sat up rather late when 
I got home that night, and I lay in bed next day until 
afternoon — ^in fact, I'd only just risen when Bar- 
thorpe Herapath called on me at three o'clock. Now, 
as I don't have papers delivered, but go out to buy 
what I want, it's the fact that I never heard of Jacob 
Herapath 'a murder until Barthorpo told me of it, 
then! That's the truth. And 111 at once anticipate 
the question that you 11 naturally want to ask. Why 
didn't I at once tell Barthorpe of what I'd seen ibe 
night before!— of the presence of the man whom 
we're calling Mr. X.t" 
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"Jnst sol" murmured DaTidge. "Ah, yes, why 
not»" 

"111 tell yon," continced Burchill. "Because 
Bartfaorpe immediately epraug upon me the matter 
of the will. And I jnst as immediately recognized — 
I think I may count myself as a quick thinker — ^that 
the really important matter just then was not the 
murder of Jacob Herapath, bat the ultimate disposal 
of Jacob Herapath 's immense wealth." 

"Clever!" sighed Davidge. "Uncommonly clever I" 

"Now, Professor Coz-Raythwaite, and you, Mr. 
Selwood," Burchill went on, adding new earnestness 
to his tone. "I want you to fully (inderstand that 
I'm giving yon the exact truth. I. firmly believed at 
that moment, and I continued to believe until the 
erventful conference at Mr. Halfpenny's office, that 
the gentleman whom I had known as Mr. Tertius was 
in reality Arthur John Wynne, forger and ex-con- 
Ti(^t I say I firmly believed it, and 111 tell you why. 
During my secretaryship to Jacob Herapath, he one 
day asked me to clear out a box full of old papers 
and documents. In doing so I came across an old 
North-country newspaper which contained a full ac- 
count of the trial at Lancaster Assizes of Arthur 
John Wynne on various charges of foi^ery. Jacob 
Herapath 'a name, of course, cropped up in it, as a 
relative. The similarity of the names of Jacob Hera- 
path's ward. Miss Wynne, and that of the forger, 
roused my suspicions, and I not only put two and two 
together, but I made some inquiries privately, and 
I formed the definite conclusion that Tertius and 
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Wynne ■were identical, and that the semi-mystepy of 
Tertius's residence in Jacob Eerapath's house was 
then fully accounted for. So when Barthorpe told 
me what he did, and explained his anxiety about thfl 
will, I saw my wi^ to upsetting that will, for hia 
benefit and for my own. If I awore that I'd never 
s^ed that will, and could prove that Tertios waa 
Wynne, the foi^er, why then, of course, the will 
would be upset, for it seemed to me that any jury 
would believe that Tertius, or Wsmne, had forged 
the wiU for his daughter's benefit. And so Barthorpe 
and I fixed that up. Reprehensible, no doubt, gen- 
tlemen, but we all have to live, and besides, Barthorpe 
promised me that he'd treat Miss Wynne most hand- 
somely. Well, that procedure was settled — with the 
result that we're all aware of. And now I'd like to 
ask Mr. Davidge there a question — as I'm about to 
tell him who the real murderer of Jacob Herapath 
was, perhaps hell answer it. I take it, Davidge, that 
the only evidence yon had against me in regard to 
the murder was the document which yon found at 
my fiat, by which Barthorpe Herapath promised to 
pay me ten per cent, on the value of the Herapath 
estate T That and the fact that Barthorpe and I were 
in league about the will? Come now — as all's being 
cleared up, isn't that sot" 

Davidge rubbed his chin with affected indifference. 

"Oh, well, you can pnt it down at something like 
that, if you like, Mr. Burchill," he answered. 
"You're a very clever young fellow, and I dare say 
you're as welt aware of what the law about accessories 
is as I am. 'Tisn 't necessary for a party to a murder 
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to be aetaally present at the execution of the crime, 
air — no ! And there's such & thing bb being aceeasor;^ 
after the crime — of coarse. Leave it at that, Mr. 
Bnrchill, leave it at thatl" 

Coz-Baythwaite, who had been eyeing Burehill with 
Ol-eoncealed diagost, spoke sharply. 

"And — the restt" he asked. 

"I'm going along in order," answered Bnrchill 
coolly, "Well, I come to the time when Davi)^ 
there arrested Barthorpe and myself at Halfpenny 
and Farthing's, and when I escaped. There's no need 
to tell yoQ what I did with myself," he went on, 
with an obvions sneer in the detective's direction. 
"But I can teil you that I didn't particolarly restrict 
my movements. And eventually — a few days ago— I 
come into touch with Dimambro, who had retamed 
to England. As I said before, we had met dnring 
the time I was secretary to Jacob Herapath. Dimam- 
bro, when I met him — accidentally — ^was on his yay to 
the police, to tell them what he knew. I stopped 
him — he told his story to me instead. I told him 
mine. And the result of our deliberations was that 
we got an interview — at least I did — with Mrs, Engle- 
dew here, with respect to the diamonds which she had 
entmsted to Jacob Herapath. And " 

"I should like to ask you a question, Mrs. Engle- 
dew," said Cox-Raythwaite, intermpting Burehill 
without ceremony. ""Why did yoa not inform the 
police about yonr diamonds as soon as you heard of 
the murder f" 

Mrs. Engledew bctr^ed slight signs of confusion, 
and Davidge gave the questioner a look. 
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"I think if I were you, I shouldn't go into that 
matter just now, Profeflsor," he said apologetically. 
"Ladies, you know, hare their reasons for these little 
— what shall we call 'emt — peculiarities. No, I 
wouldn't press that point, sir. We're having a nice, 
Btrught story — quite like a print«d one I — from Mr. 
Burchill there, and I think we'd better let him come 
to what we may term the last chapter in his own 
way — ^whalt" 

"I'm at the last chapter," said Bnrohill. "And 
it's a short one. I saw Mrs. Engledew and made 
certain arrangements with her. And just after they 
were made — ^yesterday in fact — ^Dimambro and I got 
a new piece of evidence. When Dimambro was eol- 
leeting those pearls for Jacob Herapath he bought 
some from a well-known dealer in Amsterdam, a spe- 
cialist in pearls. Yesterday, Dimambro got a letter 
from this man telling him that a small parcel of those 
very pearls had been sent to him fi^m London, for 
sale. He gave Dimambro the name and addr^s of 
the sender, who, of course, was the Mr. X. of whom 
I have spokeiL So then Dimambro and I resolved 
to act, through Mrs. Engledew ■" 

"For a slight consideration, I think," suggested 
Davidge dryly. "A matter of a little cheque, I be- 
lieve, Mr. Burchill." 

"We've quite as much right to be paid for our 
detective services, amateur though they are, as yon 
have for yours, Davidge," retorted Bondiill. "How- 
ever, I've come to an end, and it only remains for 
me to tell yoa who Mr. X. really is. He hasn't the 
slightest notion that he's suspected, and if yon ai^ 
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yonr men, Davidge, go round to his house, which 
isn't half a mile away, yottll probably find him eating 
his Sunday evening supper in peace and quietness. 
The man is " 

Davidge suddenly rose from his chair, nudging 
Triffitt as he moved. He laughed— and the laugh 
made Burchill start to his feet. 

"Ton needn't trouble yourself, Mr. Burchilll" said 
Davidge. "Much obliged to yon for your talk, there's 
nothing like letting some folks wag their tongues till 
they're tired. I know who murdered Jacob Hera- 
path as well as you do, and who your Mr. X. is. 
Jacob Herapath, gentlemen," he added, turning to 
his astonished listeners, "was shot dead and robbed 
by his office manager, James Frankton, and if James 
Frankton's eating his Sunday supper in peace and 
quietness, it's in one of our cells, for I arrested him 
at seven o'clock this very evening — and with no help 
from you, Mr. Burehilll I'm not quite such a fool 
as I may look, my lad, and if I made one mistake 
when I let you slip I didn't make another when I 
got on the track of the real man. And now, ma'am," 
he concluded, with an old-fashioned bow to Mrs. Engle- 
dew, "there's no more to be said — by me, at all events, 
and I've the honour to wish you a good night. Mr. 
Triffitt— we'll depart." 

Outside, Davidge took the reporter's arm in a firm 
grip, and chuckled as he led him towards the elevator. 

"That's surprise one!" he whispered, "Wait till 
we get downstairs and into the street, and you'll have 
another, and it'll be of a bit livelier nature!" 
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CHAPTER XXXV 

THE SECOND WABSA^TF 

Davidge preserred a strict Bilenee as he and TriiBtt 
went down in the elevator, but when they had reached 
the ground floor he took the reporter's arm again, 
and as they crossed the entrance hall gave it a aigni- 
flcant squeeze. 

"Ton '11 see two or three rather heavy bwcUb, scMiie 
of 'em in evenii^ dress, hangii^ about the door," 
he marmnred. "Look like rendenta, coming in er 
going OQt, puffing their cigars and their cigarettes, 
dLt They're my men — all of 'em I Take no notice 
— ^there'll be your friend Carver outside— I gave him 
a hint. Join him, and hang about — ^youll have some- 
thing to do a bit of newspaper copy about presently." 

TrifBtt, greatly mystified, joined Carver at the e^e 
of the pavement outside the wide entrance door. 
Qlancing around him h^ saw several men loungit^ 
about — two, of eminently military appearance, with 
evening dress under their overcoats, stood chatting on 
the lower steps; two or three others, all very pros- 
perous looking, were talking close by. There was 
nothing in their outward show to arouse suspicion — • 
at any other time, and under any other circumstances 
Triffitt would certainly have taken them for residents 
of the Herapath Flats. Carver, however, winked at 
him. 
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"Detective" he aaid. "They've gathered here 
while you were npstairs. "What'a up now, Triffittt 
Heard anythingt" 

"Pilea!" answered TrifStt. "HeapsI But I don't 
know what thia is all about. Some new departure. 
Hullo ! — ^here's the secretary and the Professor." 

Cox-Baythwaite and Selwood just then appeared at 
the entrance door and began to descend the steps. 
Davidge, who had stopped on the steps to apeak to a 
man, hailed and drew them aside. 

"What has gone on up there f" asked Career. 
"Anything really " 

Triffitt suddenly grasped his companion's shooldo', 
twisting him round towards the door. His lipa 
emitted a warning to silence ; his eyes signalled Car- 
Ter to look. 

Burchill came out of the doors, closely follDwed 
by DimambFo. Jauntily swinging his walking-cane 
he began to descend, affecting utter nnconsdousness 
of the presence of Cox-Raythwaite, Selwood, and Dav- 
idge. He passed close by the men in evening dress, 
bmshing the sleeve of one. And the man thus brushed 
tamed quickly, and his companion turned too— and 
then something happened that made the two reporters 
exclaim joyfully and nm up the steps. 

' ' Gad I — ^that was quick — quick I ' ' exclaimed TrifBtt, 
with the delight of a schoolboy. "Never saw the 
bracelets put on more neatly. Bully for you, Bavidge, 
old man ! — got him thia time, anyhow I" 

Burchill, taken aback by the sudden onalanght of 
Davidge's satellites, drew himself up indignantly and 
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looked down at his hands, aronnd the wrists of which 
his captors had snapped a pair of handcuffs. He 
lifted a face white with ra^ and passion and glanced 
at Coz-K^rtfawaite and Selwood. 

"Liars!" he hissed between his teeth. "Yon gave 
me safe condnct I It was understood that I was to 
come and go without interference, you honndsl" 

"Not with me, nor I should think with anybody, 
my lad," exclaimed Davidge, hustling forward. "Not 
likely 1 Yon forget that you're under arrest for the 
old charge yet, and though you'll get off for that, you 
won't go scot-free, my friend! I've got a second 
warrant for you, and the charge'll be read to yoo 
when you get to the station. Toull clear yourself 
of the chaise of murder, hut not of t'other chaise, I'm 
thinking!" 

"Second warrant! Another charge!" growled 
Burchill. ' ' What charge t ' ' 

"I should think you know as well as I do," replied 
Davidge quietly. "You're a bigger fool than I take 
you for if you don't. Conspiracy, of course! It's a 
good thing to have two strings to one's bow, Mr. 
Frank Burchill, in dealing with birds like you. This 
is my second string. Take him off," he added, mo- 
tioning to his men, "and get him searched, and put 
everything carefully aside for me— especially a cheque 
for ten thousand pounds which you 11 find in one of 
his pockets." 

When the detectives had hurried Burchill into a 
taxi-cab which suddenly sprang into useful proximity 
to the excited group, Davidge spat on the ground and 



,,ii6^b,Coogle 



THE SECOND WABRANT 815 

made a face. H« motioned Cox-Raythwaite, Selwood, 
and the two reporters to go down the atreet ; he Iiim- 
self turned to Dlmambro. What he said to that 
h^hly-excited gentleman they did not hear, but the 
Italian presently walked off looking very crestfallen, 
while Davidge, joining them, looked highly pleaaed 
with himaelf . 

"Of conise, you 11 stop paymoit of that cheque at 
the bank first thin^ tomorrow, gentlemen," he aaid. 
"Though that'll only be for form's sake, because I 
shall take chai^ of it when I go round to the police- 
station presently — ^they'll have got Burchill searched 
when I get there. Of course, I wasn't going to say 
anything up ihexe, but Mrs. Englederw has been in 
with us at this, and she took Burchill and Dimambro 
in aa beautifully as ever I saw it done in my lifet 
Clever woman, that I We knew about her diamonds, 
graitlemen, within a few hours of the discovery of the 
murder, and of course, I thought Barthorpe had got 
tliem; I did, mistaken though I was I I didn't want 
anybody to know about those diamonds, thongh, and 
I kept it all dark until these fellows came on the 
scene. And, anyway, we didn't get the real culprit 
through the diamonds, either!" 

"That's what we want to know," said Selwood. 
"Have you got the real culprit t Are you certain T 
And how on earth did yon get him — a man that none 
of us ever suspected 1" 

"Just sol" answered Davidge with a grim lau^. 
"As nice and quiet-mannered a man as ever I en- 
tered as a candidate for the gallows I It's vex; often 
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the case, gentlemen. Oh, yes — it's true enoagfa! 
He's confeaBed — cnunpled up ^jke & bit of tissue 
paper when we took him — eoufessed everything to me 
just before I came aloi^ here. Of course we didnt 
get bim through anythii^ we've heard toni^t; quite 
diflerent line altogether, and a simple one." 

"We should like to know about it," said Cox- 
R^thwaite. "Can't you give us a mere outline!" 

"I was going to," answered Davidge. "No secret 
about it. I may as well tell you that after hearing 
what Barthorpe Herapath insisted on saying before 
the magistrate, I began to feel that he was very likely 
telling the truth, and that somebody 'd murdered and 
robbed his uncle just before he got to the offices. But, 
of course, there was nothing to connect the murder 
and robbery with any person that I knew of. Well, 
now then, this is how we got on the track. Only 
two or three days ago a little, quiet man, who turned 
out to be a bit of a propers-owner down at Fulham, 
came to me and said that ever since Mr. Jacob Hera- 
path 'a murder he'd been what he called studying 
over it, and he thoi^ht he ought to tell me something. 
He said be was a very slow thinker, and it had taken 
him a long time to think all this ont. Then he told 
me his tale. He said that for some time Jacob Hera- 
path had been waiting to buy a certain bit of land 
which he had to sell. On November 12th last he called 
to see Jacob at these offices, and they agreed on the 
matter, price to be £5,000. Jacob told him to come 
in at ten o'clock next morning, and in accordance 
with his usual way of doing business, he'd hand him 
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the money in cash — notes, of conree. Well, Uie chap 
called next mommg, only to hear of what had hap- 
pened, and so his business had fallen through. And 
it wasn't until aome time later — ^he'a a bit of a alow- 
witted fellow, dullish of brain, yon understand," con- 
tinued Davidge indulgently, "that he remembered a 
certain conversation, or rather a remark which Jacob 
Herapath made during that deal. This man, James 
Frankton, the manager, was present when the deal 
was being efiFected, and when they'd eonclnded terms, 
Jacob said, turning to Frankton. 'I'll get the money 
. in notes from the bank this afternoon, Frankton, and 
if I don't give it to yon in the meantime, you'll find 
the notes in the top left-hand drawer of my desk to- 
morrow morning.' Well, that was what the man told 
me; said he'd been bothering his brains in wondering 
if Jacob did draw that money, and so on — Frankton, 
of coarse, had told him that he knew nothing about 
it, and that as Jacob was dead, no more could be 
done in the matter. Now on that, I at once began 
aome inquiries. I found out a thing or two — ^never 
mind what^-one was to trace a hundred pound note 
which Frankton had cashed recently. I found, only 
yesterday morning, that that note was one of fifty 
similar notes paid to Jacob Herapath by his bankers 
in exchange for his own cheque on the afternoon of 
November 12th. And, on that, I had Frankton 
watched all yesterday, last night, and today, and as 
I said, I arrested him tonight — and, in all my expe- 
rience I never saw a man more surprised, and never 
knew one who so lost his nerve." 
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"And his conf«BsioiiT" asked Selwood. 

"Oh I ordinary," answered Davldge. "Jacob had 
made an appointment with him for half-past eleven 
or so. Got there a bit late, found his master sitting 
at his desk with a wad of bank notes on the blotting- 
pad, a paper oC pearls on one side of him, a lot of 
diamond ornaments at the other — big temptation to a 
chap, who, as it turns out, was hard up, and had got 
into the hands of mon^-lenders. And, oh, jnst the 
ordinary thing in such cases, happened to have on 
him a revolver that he'd bought abroad, yielded to 
temptation, shot his man, took money and valuables, 
went home, and turned up at the office next day to lift 
bis hands in horror at the dreadful news. Yon see 
what truth is, gentlemen, when yon get at it — just a 
common, vulgar murder, for the sake of robbery. 
And he'll swingi" 

" 'Just a common, vulgar murder, and hell 
swingi* " softiy repeated Cox-Baythwaite, as he and 
Selwood walked ap the steps of the bouse in Portman 
Square half an hour later. "Well, that's solved, any- 
way. As for the other two " 

"I suppose there's no doubt of thdr guilt with 
respect to their conspiring to upset the will!" said 
Selwood. "And that's a serious offence, isn't itt" 

"In this eminently commercial country, very," an* 
Bwered Cox-Eaythwaite, eententiously. "Barthorpe 
and Burchill will inevitably retire to the shelter of a 
convict establishmnit tot awhile. Uml Well, my 
boy, good night I" 
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"Not coming int" asked Sclwood, as he put a key 
in the latch. 

The Professor gave his companion's shoulder a 
pressure of his big hand. 

"I think," he said, taming down the steps with 
a shy laugh, "I think P^^ will prefer to reseive 
you — alone." 
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